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Identify  the  Lifetime 

pen  by  this 

u'Jwe  dot 


This  pencil  holds  a  thrill 

for  those  who  love  fine  things 

Today — if  you  will  let  a  Sheaffer  retailer  show  you 
just  how  a  Sheaffer  pencil  is  made,  it  is  a  foregone 
certainty  that  you  will  have  a  new  conception  of  what 
a  &ood  pencil  can  do  for  you.  You  will  see  (1)  that  it 
is  built  like  a  fine  piece  of  machinery,  accurate  to 
the  thousandth  of  an  inch,  (2)  that  only  expensive 
materials,  including  non-corrosive  Waspalumin,  an 
almost  precious  alloy,  are  used  in  its  construction,  (3) 
that  there  are  no  soldered  parts  to  work  loose,  (4)  that 
the  lead  point  is  free,  yet  rig,id  when  writing,  to  pre- 
vent jamming,  and  breaking,.  See  this  fine  pencil  today. 

Titan  pencil.  $5.00—  "Lifetime0"  pen.  in  green  or  black,  $9 -75,  Ladies'.  $8.75.     Others  lower 
At  better  stores  everywhere 


Onyx    or   Itatiar 
Marble  "Lifetime" 
Desk  Fountain- 
fen  Set,  $12.75 


HEAFFER'S 

PENS-  PENCILS-  SKRI  pX^_J' 

\V.  A  SHEAFFER  PEN  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,   LIMITED 
60-62  Front  St.  West,  Toronto 
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Picture  of  a  Flying  Cloud  of  1929 


—  1 8———  I  V»"f  lmilii»'itnt1tnrirwiTrrrr-a.rr^^ 

looking  for  the  right  kind 

of  owner 


THE  Flying  Cloud  Coupe  in  the  picture 
is  afraid  that  it  may  be  unhappy.  It 
might  get  an  owner  that  would  not  be  just 
the  right  kind. 

Not  that  this  Flying  Cloud  is  conceited. 
But  it  knows  how  good  it  is.  It  knows 
that  it  can  show  even  the  twenty  thousand 
dollar  kind  a  few  things  about  going  from 
here  to  there  in  this  country. 

So  it  wants  an  owner  that  will  let  it  step 
out  once  in  a  while. 

There's  a  figure  on  the  speedometer  dial 
quite  a  ways  above  seventy  that  this  YU  ing 
Cloud  likes  to  flirt  with  now  and  then. 

1 1  wants  an  owner  that  likes  to  go  places, 
with  smart  people,  and  get  there  a  little 
bit  ahead  of  the  rest. 


Now  and  then  this  Flying  Cloud  enjov- 
loitering  down  a  side  road  bathed  in 
summer's  smiles. 


A  high  hill  just  makes  it  chuckle,  and  it's 
still  looking  for  a  mountain  that  it  can 
really  call  a  hill. 

It  doesn't  much  care  whether  it's  on 
pavements  or  in  ruts,  whether  the  road 
is  dry  or  slippery. 

In  fact,  it  wants  the  right  kind  of  owner. 
One  who  gets  a  lot  of  fun  out  of  travel- 
ing and  will  know  it  when  he  drives  a  car 
that  feels  the  same  way. 

Perhaps  you're  the  right  kind  of  owner 
for  this  car. 

If  so,  you'll  know  it  the  minute  you  try 
it  out.  The  more  miles  you  cover,  the 
more  sure  you'll  be  that  this  Reo  Flying 
Cloud  of  1929  is  your  car. 

But  you'll  have  to  get  acquainted  i<>  find  out. 

So  we're  inviting  you  to  come  down 
today,  just  to  see  if  you're  the  kind  of 
owner  this  Flying  Cloud  wants. 


REO   Molnli  CAR  COMPANY 
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IN 
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Sherwood  Anderson 
Robert    Benchlcy 
Heywood    Broun 
Clarence   Darrow 
Theodore  Dreiser 
Corey    Ford 
Maximilian    Harden 
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Walter  Lippmann 
W.  O.  McGeehan 
Ferenc  Molndr 
Paid   Morand 
George  Jean  Nathan 
Arthur  Schnitzler 
Deems   Taylor 
Jim    Tully 
Carl  Van  Vechten 
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IN 
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Ralph   Barton 
George    Belcher 
Edouard  Benito 
Pamela  Bianco 
William  Bolin 
Miguel    Covarrubias 
Warren   Davis 
Adolph   Dehn 
Hunt   Diederich 
Laurence  Fellows 
Rockwell  Kent 
Frederic  Lebrun 
Georges   Lepape 
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Henry  Raleigh 
Charles    Sheeler 
Edward  Stcichen 
IsCon  Underwood 


Are  they  wild  to  dance  with  you? 

Do  you  know  the  newest  steps  .  .  .  and  the  famous  stars 
who  step  them?  .  .  .  the  correct  thing  to  wear  and  just 
how  to  wear  it?  ...  the  cleverest  between-dance  chat  about 
writers,  music,  golf,  motor  cars,  drama,  art? 

Are  you,  in  short,  one  of  the  "somebodies"  of  your  crow,d?  Or 
does  your  hostess  have  to  explain  why  you're  there? 

Vanity  Fair  will  keep  you  up  on  the  latest  dancing,  the  newest 
music,  the  smartest  night  clubs,  the  last  event  in  all  the  arts, 
sport,  literature  .  .  .  and  everything  else  that  differentiates 
the  cultivated  person  from  the  uninformed  nobody. 


EVERY  ISSUE  CONTAINS 


Theatres:  Starsintlieir 
ascendant,  comedy  in 
its  glory.  The  season's 
successes,  and  why. 
Special  photographs. 

Night  Life:  Whatever 
is  new  among  the  crowd 
who  regard  dawn  as 
something  to  come 
home  in. 


Fashions:  The  mode 
for  men  who  consider  it 
self-respecting  to  be 
well-groomed.  Current 
college  preferences. 

Letters:  New  essayists 
and  satirists.  Brilliant 
fooling.  Lions  photo- 
graphed with  their 
manes. 


Sports:  News  of  rac- 
quet and  putter,  turf 
and  track.  By  those 
who  lead  the  field. 

Motor  Cars:  Speed, 
safety,  smartness,  as 
last  conceived  in  Eu- 
rope and  America.  Sa- 
lons and  shows.  Many 
pictures. 


Movies :  Hollywood's 
high  lights.  The  art  of 
the  monies — if  any. 
And  photographs — 
ah-h! 

Bridge:    The    chill 

science  in  its  ultimate 
refinements.  How  to 
get  that  last  trick.  All 
the  experts  writing. 


Music:  Classical,  caco- 
phone,  saxophone.  Per- 
sonalities and  noto- 
rieties. Critiques.  Pho- 
tographs. 

Art:  New  schools  and 
how  to  rate  them. 
Sound  work  and  how  to 
appreciate  it.  Exhibits 
and  masterpieces. 


World    Affairs:      The 

field  of  politics,  foreign 
and  domestic.  Intimate 
sketches  of  pilots  of 
various  Ships  of  State. 

Golf:  Taken  seriously 
by  experts.  Bernard 
Darwin,  regularly.  How 
to  break  ninety.  With 
photographs. 


Just  sign  the  coupon  NOW  .   .  .  and  send  a  dollar  bill  along  to  keep  it  company! 


Special  Offer! 

5  issues  of 
Vanity  Fair  $1 

Open  to  new  subscribers  only 
Single  copy  price  35c.  Regular  yearly  subscription  rate  $3.50 


Vanity  Fair — Graybar  Bldg.,  New  York  City 

The  price  of  mastery,  of  adoration,  only  $1  ?  Why  didn't 
you  tell  me  before?  Here  it  is.  Start  the  five  coming. 


Name., 


Address.. 


City.. 


State.. 
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NUMBER  9 


CT.  JAMES  STREET,  opposite 

the    Bonaventure     Station,    in 

Montreal,  is  both  busy  and — after 

a  rain-storm — slippery  these  days. 

Not  long  ago  a  young  Mont- 
realer  crossing  the  street  at  this 
point,  dodged  one  motor  car  only 
to  find  that  he  had  stepped 
straight  into  the  path  of  another. 
The  second  car's  brakes  worked 
perfectly  but  that  was  not  quite 
enough.  The  front  bumper  of  the 
car  struck  the  pedestrian  with  just 
enough  force  to  make  him  sit  down 
hard  on  the  wet  and  dirty  pave- 
ment. 

The  driver  was  out  of  his  seat 
in  an  instant. 

"Awfully  sorry,"  he  exclaimed, 
solicitously.     "Are  you  hurt?" 


An  Opportunist 

The  victim  got  up,  rubbed  his 
back,  felt  his  arms  and  tested  his 
legs. 

"No,  I  don't  think  so,"  he 
replied. 

"I  stopped  as  quickly  as  I  could," 
went  on  the  driver,  "but  I  cer- 
tainly am  most  awfully  sorry  that 
the  car  hit  you." 

"Oh,  that's  all  right,"  responded 
the  victim.    "It  wasn't  your  fault." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause. 

"Well,  it  was  too  bad  that  it 
happened,  anyway,"  continued  the 
driver,  pleasantly,  "but  every  cloud 
has  a  silver  lining,  and  its  lucky 
that  it  was  I  who  hit  you  and  not 
anybody  else." 

"Why,  how's  that?"  inquired 
the  other. 


"Well,"  said  the  driver,  "after 
this  experience  you'll  agree  with 
me  that  you  ought  to  take  out 
some  accident  insurance  and  I 
happen  to  be  in  the  insurance 
business,  so  I  can  sell  you  a  policy 
just  as  soon  as  you  like." 

K.  CROMBIE. 

*  *  * 

"The  Last  Ride  Together" 

[   NEVER  hail  a  taxicab 

Without  a  prayer  that  I  may  grab 
A  chauffeur  with  besilvered  hair 
Who's    found    existence    rich    and 

rare. 
But  nine  times  out  of  every  ten 
I  tour  the  town  in  back  of  men 
Who  drive  as  though  they  chose  a 

flivver 
As  more  exciting  than  the  river. 


WARS  ALL  RIGHT  BUT  I  DON'T  THINK  ALL  THEM  GENERALS  HAS  GOT  A  RIGHT  TO  POKE  US  PRIVATES 

IN  THE  RIBS  WITH  SWORDS!" 
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QEORGE  BERNARD  SHAW'S 
new  book  is  called  by  the  handy 
title  of  "An  Intelligent  Woman's 
Guide  to  Capitalism  and  Socialism." 
It  is  suspected  in  publishing  circles 
that  this  is  the  beginning  of  another 
guidebook  series,  such  as  "An  In- 
telligent Woman's  Guide  to  Flowers," 

"An  I.  W.'s  G.  to  Birds,"  etc. 

*  *        * 

''THE  cautious  Toronto  Library 
have  decided  to  open  the  Central 
Library  on  Sundays  "as  an  experi- 
ment." Golf  clubs  and  roadside 
garagemen  are  reported  as  panic- 
stricken. 

*  *        * 

A  WATCH  travelled  400  miles  in 
a  carload  of  coal  and  came  out 
unscratched     at     Stratford.        This 
should  go   a   long  way  towards  de- 
stroying  the   antipathy   towards  the 

use  of  soft  coal. 

*  *        * 

"  'T'HERE  is  nothing  like  good  old 
English  beer,"  says  a  British 

doctor.    Not  in  this  country,  anyway. 

#        #        * 

IT  is  suggested  that  talks 
on  Psychology  and  Art 
be  given  to  prisoners  in 
British  jails.  Is  this  Bri- 
tish justice? 


A  SCIENTIST  claims 
credit  for  the  discovery 
that  "slow-moving  creatures 
live  longest."  There  is  noth- 
ing new  about  this.  Street 
car  companies  the  world  over 
have    been    aware    of   it  for 

years. 

*  *        * 

A/I  ANY  of  the  wild  swans 
which  were  swept  over 
Niagara  Falls  recently  es- 
caped disaster  and  flew  up- 
stream again  whence  they 
were  again  swept  over  the 
Falls.     No  wonder  they  are 

wild. 

*  #        # 

77V  Barbados  the  hospital- 
ity of  a  certain  store  in- 
cludes the  serving  of  free 
drinks  to  customers.  The 
customer  is  always  tight. 


ACCORDING  to  the  books  of  the 
Board  of  Assessment,  the  City 
of  New  York  has  now  passed  the 
sixteen  billion  dollar  mark-  Those 
attempting  to  sell  New  York  should 
put  up  a  sign — "Was  $24.  Now 
$16,153,945,949." 

QOMPLAINTS  are  being  re- 
ceived that  politicians  are  being 
swamped  with  letters  from  profes- 
sional pacifists.  How,  we  have  often 
wondered,  can  one  get  money  for 
hating  War,   and  does  one  get  paid 

by  the  week  or  on  peace  work? 

*  *        * 

A  DEVICE  invented  in  the  Bell 
Telephone  laboratories  will 
measure  a  billionth  of  an  inch.  It 
will  be  found  useful  in  computing 
the  daily  progress  towards  solving 
the  extension-of -University- Avenue 

problem. 

*  *        * 

1A/  E  hear  there  is  an  agitation  on 

foot  to  make  non-voters  serve 

on  juries.      Maybe   this    is    on    the 

cynical  theory  that  the  vole  slackers 


"HEY.  MARY.  WILL  YOU  SHUT  UP  THOSE  KI 
HOW  CAN  A  MAN  THINK?" 


constitute  the  more  intelligent  half  of 
the  population  and  that  juries  could 
do  with  a  little  intelligence. 

"T"00  Many  Banquets  for  Mem- 
bers says  Cause  leader."    What 
cause  is  that? 

*  *        * 

"DOME  Paramount,"  says  Mus- 
solini.      New     York    has,    of 
course,  gone  Famous  Players. 

QOLONEL   LINDBERGH   may 
be  a  demon  air  pilot,  but  Land 
is  his  mother's  middle  name. 

*  #        # 

J^  RACING  turtle  of  Honolulu  is 

reported  to  be   capable  of  doing 

100    yards    "in   four    hours   flat." 

His  speed  standing  up  is  not  quoted. 

*  *        * 

A  RECENT  news  item  states  that 
Sergeant  Worm  who  has  been 
under  Inspector  Greenwood,  will 
now  be  put  on  the  desk  °t  West 
Dundas  Police  Station.  A  change 
of  diet? 


A   CHICAGO    newspaper 

carried     the      headline 

"No    Murders  or  Bombings 

Over  Easter."     That's  news! 

*        *        * 

fyjAYOR  THOMP- 
SON'S supporters  ad- 
mit they  "took  H  on  ^c 
chin"  in  the  Republican 
primaries.  The  tight  little 
island  blunders  through 
again. 

'T'HE  Victoria  Colonist 
urges  that  the  govern- 
ment make  it  illegal  for 
tourists  to  display  the  flag 
of  their  country  unless  ac- 
companied by  the  Union 
Jack,  while  on  Canadian 
soil.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
this  law  will  be  followed  by 
one  covering  chewing  tobacco 
at  dinner  parties,  wearing 
hats  in  drawing  rooms,  etc., 
on  the  part  of  Canadians  or 
anybody  else. 

JOHN    CASLON. 
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R.  VINCENT 
MASSEY  was 
born  in  Toronto  on 
February  20,  1887, 
and  is  now  living 
in  Washington  as 
minister  plenipotentiary  for  Can- 
ada, which  pleases  him. 

His  wife  and  the  two  boys  are 
down  there  too. 

His  father  was  Chester  Massey 
and  his  mother's  name  was  Anna 
Vincent  before  she  married. 

His  first  name  is  really  Charles, 
but  he  never  uses  it  because  he  is 
afraid  people  might  call  him 
Charlie. 

He  is  five  feet  eight  inches  tall 
and  weighs  one  hundred  and 
twenty-nine  pounds.     He  weighed 

one  hundred  and  twenty-two 
pounds  before  he  went  to  Wash- 
ington. 

He  is  sort  of  Spanish  in  type, 
though  not  in  temperament,  and 
has  to  shave  twice   a  day   if  he   is 
going  out  anywhere. 

He  works  very  hard,  loves  his 
country  and  is  true  to  his  friends. 

He  is  a  very  nice  man  and 
would  like  to  be  a  great  one. 

He  is  usually  a  little  anxious 
about  something. 

He  is  anxious  just  now  about 
the  St.  Lawrence  waterway  and 
the  treaty  with  the  United  States 
because  Mr.  Mackenzie  King  may 
want  to  sign  it  himself  after  all. 

He  went  to  St.  Andrew's  College 
when  he  was  a  boy,  but  is  a  gov- 
ernor of  Upper  Canada  now. 

He  finished  Varsity  when  he 
was  twenty-three.  After  that  he 
went  to  Oxford  to  overcome  it. 

He  didn't  join  a  fraternity  at 
Varsity  but  he  built  Hart  House 
and  still  likes  going  there. 

He  has  nice  friendly  brown  eyes 
and  has  difficulty  in  looking  deter- 
mined. 

When  he  came  home  from  Ox- 
ford he  lectured  to  the  boys  at 
Varsity  about  modern  history  and 
was  pretty  good  at  it,  so  they  made 
him  dean  of  Victoria  College.  He 
was  twenty-seven  then. 


I-IE  married  Sir  George  Parkin's 
daughter  when  he  was  twenty- 
eight. 

He  is  interested  in  a  lot  of  differ- 
ent things  and  likes  to  sit  in  front 
of  a  fire  and  talk  with  clever  people. 
That  is  why  he  doesn't  like  bridge. 

He  would  like  to  be  a  revolu- 
tionist but  he  is  too  polite.  He 
was  the  first  man  to  smoke  a 
cigarette  in  Victoria  College  dining 
hall,  though. 

He  likes  the  Arts  and  Letters 
club  and  wishes  he  could  paint  so 
he  could  be  a  group  of  seven. 

When  he  was  at  Varsity  he 
thought  he  would  like  to  be  a 
soldier,  so  he  went  into  the  Queen's 
Own  as  a  lieutenant  and  became  a 
signal  officer. 

The  war  started  when  he  was 
dean  at  Victoria  so  he  went  into 
the  university  officers'  training 
corps  as  a  captain.  Next  year  he 
was  a  major  and  after  that  a  col- 
onel and  on  the  staff. 

Then  he  stopped  being  a  soldier 
and  went  to  Ottawa  to  be  secretary 
of  the  cabinet's  committee  on  the 
war  and  was  very  clever  at  it. 

He  is  a  bit  of  an  actor  and  likes 
to  get  dressed  up. 


When  he  was  at  Oxford  he  went 
in  for  rowing  and  was  a  coxswain. 
He  studied  the  river  currents. 

Red  plush  furniture  with  cur- 
licews  on  it  offends  him  but  he 
loves  to  eat  pork  sausages  when 
he  is  allowed. 

A  FTER  the  war  he  went  in  for 
commerce  and  became  direc- 
tor in  a  lot  of  things  and  president 
of  the  Massey-Harris  company, 
which  was  pretty  good  for  a 
young  man.  He  was  thirty-four 
then. 

Then  Mr.  Mackenzie  King 
made  him  a  cabinet  minister  so 
he  had  to  go  in  for  a  career,  but 
he  had  enough  money. 

He  resigned  from  all  his  things 
and  ran  for  parliament  in  Dur- 
ham. That  was  the  election  of 
1925. 

He  had  a  farm  down  there  and 
went  around  and  mixed  with 
people  and  made  good  speeches 
about  economics. 

His   wife   went   down    to    help 
him  and  the  Toronto  Star  called 
her    the    Lady    Astor    of    Canada, 
which  was  unfortunate. 

He  spent  $1  5,972  and  got  beaten 
by  652  votes,  so  he  couldn't  be  a 
cabinet  minister. 

He  didn't  do  anything  much  for 
a  year  except  travel  and  then  Mr. 
King  sent  him  to  Washington, 
which  was  just  as  good  and  maybe 
better. 

He  gets  very  tired  but  doesn't 
mind  because  it  makes  him  know 
he  is  doing  something. 

He  moves  quickly  and  talks 
quickly  but  has  a  hard  time  making 
up  his  mind. 

He  is  awfully  afraid  of  being 
snobbish. 

He  gets  $12,000  a  year  for  being 
minister  at  Washington  and  has 
to  spend  a  great  deal  more. 

He  likes  Washington  all  right  ex- 
cept for  the  pleasures.  He  tries  to 
like  Mr.  Coolidge  too. 

He  is  very  punctual  and  answers 
letters  right  away. 

He  is  sorry  now  he  sold  all  his 
stock  in  Massey-Harris. 

He  still  has  his  farm  in  Durham 
and  likes  being  a  farmer  in  August. 

R.   T.   L. 


(SgBtLDSfl 


news 


•WA-AL.  I   DON'T  KNOW  WHAT  WE'RE  COMING  TO— BUT  IT  WON'T  BE  LONG  NOW. 
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'And  aren't  you  ashamed  of  this  sordid  tale  of  lust  and  murder?" 
'Ashamed  of  it}      Why,  lady,  I'm  having  it  syndicated." 


How  to  Get  Elected  to  Parliament 

INTRODUCE  some  sound  scheme 
to  foster  immigration  and  to 
provide  employment  for  the  im- 
migrants after  they  get  here. 
Invent  a  means  by  which  the  St. 
Lawrence  Deep  Waterways  pro- 
ject may  be  developed  without  the 
aid  of  foreign  capital  and  yet  with- 
out expense  to  Canada.  Work  out 
a  tariff  which  will  encourage  in- 
dustry of  every  kind,  but  which  will 
at  the  same  time,  provide  the 
western  farmers  with  manufac- 
tured goods  at  the  world's  lowest 
prices.  Find  some  method  of 
financing  the  country  which  will 
permit  the  excise  taxes  on  cigar- 
ettes and  liquor  to  be  entirely  done 
away  with  and  the  income  tax 
to  be  abolished. 

or 
be  a  Conservative  in  Toronto,  or 
a  Liberal  in  Quebec. 

- — HURON  BARNES. 

*  *  * 

"Absurd  though  it  sounds," 

Says  Angus  McGone, 
"In   a   battle  of   tongues, 

Woman  can't  hold  her  own!" 

*  *        * 

Color  Note 

The  janitor's  little  boy,  very 
black,  was  nicknamed  "Midnight" 
by  his  white  friends.  He  didn  t 
mind  them  calling  him  that,  but 
one  day  one  of  his  own  race  ex- 
claimed, "Hello  dere,  Midnight!" 
and  he  retorted  indignantly,  "Yo' 
jes'  about  quarter  to  twelve,  yo'- 

self!" 

*  *        * 

Our  "What  of  it"  Department 

Oakville,  March  30. — St.  John's  Busi- 
ness Men's  Club  chose  an  unusual  topic 
for  their  debate  last  night,  when  a  fairly 
large  audience  gathered  in  Lusk  Hall  to 
hear  them.  The  argument  was  as  to 
which  is  preferable,  a  tidy  but  ill-natured 
wife,  or  an  untidy,  good-natured  wife,  and 
the  speakers  unhampered  by  the  presence 
of  their  wives,  hotly  contested  the  discus- 
sion to  the  great  delight  of  the  audience. 

Many  interesting  points  were  brought 
out  by  both  sides,  but  the  judges  decided 
in  favor  of  the  tidy  but  ill-natured  wives, 
championed  by  W.  S.  Savage  and  Howard 
French.  J  H.  Elliott  and  Charlie  Kerr 
were  the  unsuccessful  sponsors  of  untidy 
but  good-natured  wives. 

Three  ladies  acted  as  judges,  they  being 
considered  less  prejudiced  than  men  for 
a  decision  of  this  sort,  Mrs.  J.  H.  McBain, 
Mrs.  W.  T.  Merry  and  Mrs.  R.  S.  Sander- 
son. Their  decision  in  favor  of  Messrs. 
Savage  and  French  came  as  a  surprise  to 
those  men  who  did  not  hear  the  debate, 
but  those  attending  were  in  no  doubt  as 
to  the  justice  of  the  decision. 

— Evening  Telegram. 
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What  To  Do  Till  the  Doctor  Comes 


/"^FTEN  some  time  must  elapse 
after  you  have  called  the 
doctor  before  he  arrives,  and  it  is 
well  to  know  what  to  do  while 
waiting  for  him.  This  depends  on 
how  long  you  have  to  wait.  If 
the  doctor  has  gone  to  Europe  and 
will  not  arrive  for  six  months,  the 
time  may  be  passed  pleasantly  by 
taking  an  automobile  tour  to  the 
Pacific  coast.  A  diary  should  be 
taken  along  in  which  your  im- 
pressions should  be  jotted  down 
from  day  to  day,  as  "July  6,  1928. 
Grand  Canyon — quite  a  hole," 
and  "September  11,  1928.  Nia- 
gara Falls — lot  of  water." 

If  the  doctor  is  expected  in  four 
or  five  hours  you  can  get  up  a  little 
bridge  party — or  poker,  if  you  have 
chips — or  ask  the  neighbors  to 
come  over  and  play  charades.  A 
good  charade  for  such  affairs  is  the 
word  "dictionary."  This  can  be 
acted  in  four  scenes.  In  the  first 
scene  have  some  one  named  Dick 
come  into  the  room  while  someone 
else  says,  "Oh,  hello  Dick!"  Care 
should  be  taken  to  emphasize  the 
word  "Dick,"  saying  "Oh,  hello — 
very  softly  and  then  almost  shout- 
ing the  name  "Dick."  There 
should  be  a  clock  in  the  room 
going  "tick-tock,  tick-tock,"  and 
one  of  the  fellows  should  say,  "Oh! 
the  clock  is  going  tick-tock!"  and 
then  the  other  fellow  should  say 
"Is  it?  I  think  it  is  going  dick- 
dock."  Say  this  very  clearly 
" — going  DICK-dock." 

For  the  syllable  "shun"  you 
can  get  up  a  scene  with  somebody 
shunning  something  in  it.  You 
may,  for  example,  take  a  child  and 
burn  it,  and  then  have  a  fire  built 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and 
then  have  the  child  shun  the  fire, 
while  someone  says,  "Ah!  the 
burnt  child  shuns  the  fire!"  You 
can  have  almost  anybody  shun 
almost  anything.  We  played  this 
charade  once  while  we  were  wait- 
ing for  the  doctor  to  come  and 
cure  grandpa's  smallpox,  and  we 
used  grandpa.  We  had  one  of  our 
neighbors — Horace  L.  Cartwright 
act  the  part  of  shunner.  We  told 
him  grandpa  was  sick  and  he 
entered    the    room   and   looked   at 


grandpa,  and  asked  what  was  the 
matter  with  him.  When  we  told 
Mr.  Cartwright  that  grandpa  had 
smallpox,  Mr.  Cartwright  shunned 
grandpa  most  eagerly  and  we  all 
had  a  hearty  laugh. 

To  enact  the  word  "airy"  you 
can  get  a  room  and  fill  it  with  air, 
and  then  have  someone  say,  "Well, 
well!  This  is  indeed  an  airy  room!" 
Then  dress  one  of  the  players  to 
represent  a  cockney  and  have  a 
dog  pass  through  the  room  and 
have  the  cockney  say,  "Ah!  there's 
a  airy  dog  now!"  Be  careful  that 
the  dog  is  not  a  Mexican  hairless 
dog.  Or  if  the  only  dog  you  have 
is  a  Mexican  hairless  take  care  to 
wrap  him  up  in  a  piece  of  hair 
mattress,  with  the  hairy   side   out. 

For  the  complete  word  a  nice 
little  scene  can  be  arranged.  Have 
two  pretty  girls  seated  on  chairs 
facing  the  audience,  each  with  a 
book.  One  of  the  girls  then  says 
"Pshaw!  This  isn't  the  dictionary 
— I  thought  this  was  the  dic- 
tionary." The  other  girl  then 
says,  "No,  that  isn't  the  dic- 
tionary; this  is  the  dictionary. 
Do  you  want  the  dictionary?" 

If  this  charade  is  acted  carefully 
only  a  few  of  the  party  will  guess 
that  the  word  is  "encyclopedia." 
\X/HILE  waiting  for  the  doctor 
be  sure  to  remove  from  the 
premises  any  apple  there  may  be 
there.  An  apple  a  day  keeps  the 
doctor   away.      This   does   not,   of 


•WHAT  HAPPENED?" 
•CIGARETTE  LIGHTER." 

DID  IT  BURN  HIM?" 
"NO.  IT  LIT." 


course,  apply  to  Uncle  Norbert's 
Adam's-apple  that  flops  up  and 
down  when  he  eats  porridge.  There 
was  a  time  when  an  Adams-apple 
kept  doctors  away,  but  in  1897  a 
law  was  passed  forbidding  Adams- 
apples  from  keeping  doctors  away, 
and  everything  is  all  right  in  that 
respect  now. 

Before  1897  one  of  the  most  piti- 
ful sights  used  to  be  that  of  a 
throat  doctor  trying  to  go  to  a 
patient  who  had  an  Adam's-apple. 
There  was  the  doctor  trying  to  go 
to  his  patient,  and  there  would  be 
the  patient's  Adam's-apple  keep- 
ing the  doctor  away,  and  I  have 
seen  with  my  own  eyes,  hundreds — 
no,  thousands — of  doctors  starving 
to  death  while  vainly  trying  to 
reach  their  patients,  while  tens  of 
hundreds  of  throat  patients  died 
like  flies.  They  used  to  drive 
waggons  along  the  streets,  crying 
"Bring  out  your  dead!  Bring  out 
your  dead!" 

That  was  a  terrible  time!  I 
remember  my  Aunt  Eleanor  telling 
me  how,  one  night,  her  mother 
heard  the  waggons  rumble  and  the 
voices  of  the  drivers  calling  "Bring 
out  your  dead!"  and  how  my 
grandmother  went  to  the  door  and 
said  "We  haven't  any  dead,"  and 
the  driver  replied,  "Then  don't 
bring  them  out."  Quite  a  rude 
tone  of  voice,  too.  Those  were 
awful  days. 

My  grandfather  had  an  Adam's- 
apple  that  he  called  "Pike's  Peak" 
because  his  name  was  Pike  and  his 
Adam's  apple  looked  so  much  like 
a  mountain,  but  in  that  terrible 
year  of  1897  he  changed  its  name. 
That  was  when  they  still  had  arc 
lights  in  the  hospitals  and  grandpa 
Pike  was  being  operated  on  for 
appendicitis  when  the  arc  light 
came  loose  from  the  ceiling  and 
hit  him  on  the  Adam's-apple. 
After  that  he  called  his  Adam's- 
apple  "Mount  Ararat."  Because 
the  arc  landed  on  it. 

Grandfather  was  like  that- 
merry  and  gay  to  the  last. 

ELLIS  PARKER   BUTLER. 

*  *  * 

Wife  (to  husband  driving) — 
"Put  it  in  reverse  gear  now, 
George.      I  want  to  go  home." 
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potage  ccmoidien 


Spring  Note 


it.  The  new  fence  posts 
we  put  in  last  fall  are  an 
eyesore.  There  are  in 
all  one  hundred  and 
twenty  posts,  all  nude. 
What  price  the  lot?" 

We  must  decline  Mr. 
Kane's  kind  offer.  It  is 
true  we  are  a  decorator 
of  the  impressionistic 
school,     but     we     must 

stop    somewhere.  We    do    not 

go  in  for  post-modernism. 


listener  is  generally  variable  in 
proportion  to  the  richness  of  the 
listener's  experience,  actual  or 
vicarious.  The  average  youngster 
is  biologically  incapable  of  such 
appreciation.  The  experiences  of 
the  nursery  and  playground  are 
seldom  capable  of  translation  into 
the  loftier  flights  of  Wagner  and 
Beethoven.  A  child  who  has 
learned  that  it  is  commendable  to 
express  delight  in  Debussy  is  in  a 
fair  way  to  becoming  a  hypocrite. 


^8%.  EAL      evidence     that 
the    summer    touring 

season  has  begun  was  LaW  of  Selection 

/  observed    not    many  DECAUSE  she  had  lost  the    first 

days    ago    by    one    of  *■*  volume      of       her      "American 

our  agents  on  a  down-  Tragedy,"  by  Dreiser,  and  wished     company,  so  they  say,  and  asked 


Serving  Them  Right 
A    young  woman  hastened    up  to 
the  manager  of  a  local  stock 


town  street  in  Toronto.  One  of 
those  modern  caravans  consisting 
of  a  Model  T  embellished  with 
awnings,  kitchenette,  collapsible 
bed,  etc.,  and  containing  among 
other  things  one  driver,  his  wife 
holding  an  infant,  and  a  nanny- 
goat,  drove  up  and  halted  with  a 
grind  of  brakes  in  front  of  a  bank 
building.  It  was  two  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon.  The  driver  descended, 
removed  the  nanny-goat  from  the 
back  seat,  placed  her  on  the  ground 
and  proceeded  to  milk  her.  In  a 
trice,  enough  good,  rich,  creamy 
lacteal  fluid  from  a  contented 
nanny-goat  was  produced  to  fill 
the  baby's  bottle.  The  baby 
enjoyed  a  hearty  lunch,  the  nanny- 
goat  was  replaced,  and  the  way- 
farers pushed  on,  presumably  to 
the  next  town. 

Letter 

"  V^OUR  excursion  in- 
to impressionism 
in  the  decorating  of 
barns  and  bedrooms 
interests  me  greatly," 
writes  Tom  Kane.  "Ever 
since  reading  it  I  have 
felt  that  something  was 
lacking  in  the  unnatural 
beauty  of  my  model 
farm  near  Kempville 
(you  must  come  over). 
Now    I  have  discovered 


fo 


perience?" 


to  replace  it,  a  university  girl  ex- 
plored among  the  shelves  of  one  of 
those  second-hand  book  stores. 
Finally  a  clerk,  a  large  blonde  lady, 
came  to  her  aid,  and  handed  her 
one  of  the  books.  The  searcher 
was  about  to  pay  for  it  when  she 
noted  it  was  Volume  II.  "But  I 
asked   for    the    first   volume,"    she 

said.    "Say,  honey,"  the  clerk  told      [J3UIS    BROMFIELD    takes    a 
her   with   a   sage   look,    "you   take 


job  in  a  show.  "What  ex- 
they  asked  her.  "I 
haven't  had  any  experience,"  she 
replied,  "I  just  had  an  awful  fight 
with  my  husband  and  his  family 
so  I  decided  to  go  on  the  stage  and 
embarrass  them." 

Defence 


a   sage 

this  one,  you  ain't  missing  nothing 
— this  is  the  volume  that  has  all 
the  dirt." 

Education 

THE  theory  that  children  will  be 
made  to  grow  up  into  appre- 
ciation of  classical  music  by  having 
rhapsodies  and  sonatas  forced 
metaphorically  down  their  throats 
between  the  ages  of  six  and  sixteen 
has  ample  proof  as  to  its  inefficacy. 
Love  of  fine  music  in  the  average 


&&f 


fling  at  criticizing  the  critics 
in  his  book,  "Mirrors  of  the  Year. 
He  condemns  most  of  them  to 
super-tropical  climes  upon  the 
charge  of  exhibitionism.  He  claims 
that  a  book  or  a  play  to  a  critic  of 
to-day  is  little  more  or  less  than  an 
excuse  to  prance  and  strut  his 
stuff  for  the  benefit  of  the  admiring 
(some  say  yes,  some  say  no)  public. 
One  immediately  hails  into  court 
to  defend  such  a  charge  such 
culprits  as  Mencken,  Nathan, 
Broun,  F.P.A.,  etc.,  who  will  no 
doubt  be  glad  to  fill  the 
witness  box  with  sound, 
provided  the  court-room 
benches  are  filled  with 
spectators.  It  is  un- 
likely, however,  that 
any  of  the  prisoners 
would  enter  pleas  of  not 
guilty,  nor  would  on 
their  behalf  the  writer, 
for  whom  the  use  of 
first  personal  pronouns 
has  never  had  any  par- 
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ticular  terrors.  It  is  more  probable 
that  the  defence  would  attempt  to 
have  the  charge  changed  from  one 
of  "Unlawfully  and  with  Malice 
Aforethought  Failing  to  be  a  Critic" 
to  one  of  "Being  in  Illegal  Posses- 
sion of  an  Ego  of  Over-proof 
Strength."  To  the  latter  charge 
they  would  probably  be  glad  to 
answer  "Guilty"  in  about  ten 
thousand  times  as  many  words. 

The  fact  is  that  very  few  of  the 
"critics"  lambasted  by  the  indig- 
nant Mr.  Bromfield  claim  to  be 
critics  at  all.  They  prefer  to  be 
primarily  popular  essayists,  col- 
umnists, conversationalists,  etc., 
who  happen  to  write  upon  subjects 
which  fall  within  the  range  of  the 
lowest  common  divisor  of  things 
they  and  the  public  are  interested 
in.  More  power  to  them,  they  are 
the  salt  of  journalism! 

Here's  How! 

\X/E  have  been  really  very  mod- 
est about  it. 
traffic  cops  halted  the 
trucks,  taxis  and  new 
Fords  and  brushed 
aside  the  cheering 
crowds  to  let  us  pass, 


democratic  soul  like  anybody  else. 
Just  a  boy  at  heart!  Lest  anyone 
should  get  away  with  the  idea  that 
we  have  gone  High  Hat  we  gra- 
ciously assure  one  and  all  that  our 
home  life  is  the  same  as  before. 
We  eat  three  meals  a  day,  pat  the 
neighbors'  children  on  the  head 
and  have  a  kind  word  for  one  and 
all.  No  one  who  did  not  know  (if 
there  be  such)  that  we  got  a  per- 
sonal mention  in  Judge  Jr.'s. 
column  would  ever  guess  it.  Don't 
worry;    we're  still  Just  Folks. 

Advice 

BABIES  are  often  made  the  butt 
of  humor.  Babies  resent  this, 
at  least  Bill  does.  If  there  is  one 
thing  more  than  another  which  de- 
presses or  enrages  Bill  it's  a  parent 
trying  to  pound  out  editorial  mat- 
ter upon  a  typewriter.  It  s  not 
the    machine    either.      The    type- 
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•"OUR       HE^° 


we  have  not  sat  up  grimly  and 
stiff-necked  in  the  back  seat  like 
some  other  celebrities  we  could 
mention.  Those  who  got  one  of 
the  handsome  autographed  post- 
card size  photographs  we  so  lav- 
ishly scattered  can  attest  to  the 
fact  that  underneath  our  imposing 
exterior     we     are     just    a     simple 


writer  is  a  rather  fascinating  thing 
if  it  comes  to  that.  It  goes  Clack 
Clack  Clack  (between  agonizing 
pauses)  and  then  every  now 
and  then  it  rings  a  beautifully 
clear  bell.  Therein  lies  the  trouble. 
A  parent  around  going-to-press 
date  is  often  too  absorbed  in  this 
charming     contraption     to     spend 


enough  time  discussing  subjects 
which  can  intelligently  be  answered 
with  "A-goo"  or  perhaps  "Gaa." 
The  only  thing  for  a  neglected  in- 
fant to  do  in  such  a  case  is  to  get 
himself  tangled  up  in  queer  posi- 
tions, lose  his  rattle  or  even,  as  a 
last  resort,  cry.  And  Bill  does. 
All.  That  is,  he  did.  The  follow- 
ing handy  artifice  I  pass  on  to  busy 
parents:  Place  the  child  sitting 
upright  in  his  (or  her — I  believe 
there  are  "hers")  carriage,  pull  the 
carriage  top  over  to  a  position 
slightly  above  and  in  front  of  the 
child's  head.  Attach  a  string  to 
the  top  centre  edge  of  same  (the 
carriage  top,  not  the  child).  At 
the  other  end  of  the  string  tie  the 
rattle  so  that  no  matter  how  often 
lost  it  will  always  be  within  easy 
reach  of  the  culprit.  This  is  a 
wonderful — excuse  me,  he's  got  his 
finger  caught  in  the  darn  thing! 

A  Bedroom  Set 

^  MONTREALER,  in  search  of 
a  certain  piece  of  furniture  to 
match  a  set  he  already  owned,  had 
occasion  the  other  day  to  visit  the 
tremendous  Place  Viger  warehouse 
of  the  T.  Eaton  Company  of  Can- 
ada, Limited. 

Together  with  an  employee  he 
went  through  the  various  depart- 
ments, the  clerk  commenting  con- 
stantly on  the  number  of  kitchen 
tables  always  kept  on  hand,  on  the 
numerous  varieties  of  chesterfields 
in  stock,  on  the  ready-made  gar- 
ages which  could  be  put  together 
in  practically  no  time,  and  on 
everything  else  which  he  thought 
might  interest  the  visitor. 

Presently  they  came  to  a  bed- 
room set  standing  by  itself  in  a 
corner. 

"Now  this  set,"  said  the  Eaton 
man,  "is  solid  Canadian  Maple 
and  is  absolutely  perfect.  It  was 
made  in  So-and-So,  Ontario,  by 
the  best  furniture  manufacturers 
in  the  country.  Of  course,  it  isn't 
new;  those  scratches  on  the  side 
of  the  chiffonier  ought  to  be  gone 
over.  But  it's  a  wonderful  set  just 
the  same." 

He  was  really  enthusiastic  about 
the  set.  He  spoke  of  the  wood  and 
workmanship  in  it  at  some  length. 
Then,  as  they  were  passing  on  to 
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the  next  exhibit,  a  thought  sud- 
denly  occurred  to  the  visitor. 

"By  the  way,''  said  the  latter, 
"if  that  set  isn't  new,  what's  it 
doing  here?'' 

"Oh,"  replied  his  guide,  "it's  the 
set  the  Prince  of  Wales  used  when 
he  was  in  Montreal,  so  it  has  been 
bought  by  some  English  Lord. 
We're  shipping  it  over  to  him." 

Mamma 

"THE  talking  dog  title  held  for 
the  first  few  months  of  this 
year  by  Boston  through  the  owner- 
ship of  a  French  bulldog  that  says 
"Hello"  is  now  conceded  by  ex- 
perts to  have  passed  to  Port 
Moody,  British  Columbia.  This 
cheering  news,  of  course,  makes 
the  hearts  of  all  right-thinking 
Canadians  swell  with  pride.  The 
citizens  of  the  United  States  have 
been  getting  altogether  too  cocky 
lately.  "Hello,"  indeed!  The 
Port  Moody  canine  says  "Mam- 
ma" and  anybody  with  the  least 
shred  of  reverence  for  the  candle 
burning  in  the  window  or  the  cash 
receipts  of  the  florists  on  Mothers' 
Day  knows  that  Mamma  is  a 
much  more  beautiful  and  worthy 
word  than  Hello.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  the  Government  will 
recognize  the  proud  achievement 
of  Port  Moody  in  some  suitable 
fashion,  say  by  a  Customs  House 
or  a  visit  from  the  Cabinet. 

If  the  Government  really  wanted 
to  do  the  nice  thing  by  Port  Moody 
it  might  take  a  trip  out  to  the  land 
where  the  rain  never  wets  you,  en 
masse,  for  the  purpose  of  inter- 
viewing the  talking  dog.  One  can 
imagine  a  touching  scene  between 
that  great  stateswoman,  Miss 
Agnes  McPhail,  and  the  patriotic 
pup. 

It  is  all  very  well  to  accept  these 
easy  laurels  on  behalf  of  the  nation, 
but  these  iconoclastic  columns  pre- 
fer to  view  the  situation  with  the 
cold  eyes  of  pure  science.  Just 
how  clever  is  the  talking  dog?  In 
the  first  place,  the  dog  is  twenty- 
two  years  old.  It  is  therefore  in- 
conceivable that  his  mamma 
should  be  alive  to  hear  him.  In 
the  second  place,  it  is  unlikely  that 
such  a  tremendous  achievement 
should     be    accomplished     in     the 


dog's  youth,  when  there  might 
conceivably  be  any  sense  in  ad- 
dressing his  mamma.  Then,  grant- 
ing for  the  sake  of  argument  that 
the  talking  dog's  mamma  were 
alive  on  or  about  the  date  when 
the  talking  dog  first  accomplished 
the  time-honored  word,  what  as- 
surance have  we  that  his  mamma 
understood  him?  Think  of  that! 
What  would  be  the  sense  of  you 
children  going  home  to  dinner, 
rushing  up  to  your  mother  and 
saying  "Woof  Woof"  (canine  for 
Mamma)?  In  all  probability  your 
mother  would  be  unsympathetic. 
The  chances  are  that  you  would  be 
put  to  bed  without  any  dinner  and 
the  family  physician  hurriedly  sent 
for.  And  if  there  is  anybody  that 
it  is  hard  to  look  in  the  eye  and 
say  "Woof  Woof"  at,  it's  the  old- 
time  family  physician.  The  dig- 
nity of  the  profession  practically 
forbids  that  any  practitioner  allow 
himself  to  be  woofed  at. 

Perhaps,  however,  we  have  been 
doing  the  animal  an  injustice.  It 
is  quite  possible  that  the  dog  knows 
perfectly  well  that  he  is  not  ad- 
dressing his  mother  or  anybody 
else's  mother,  and  that  the  word 
is  with  him  simply  an  expletive. 
This  is  a  whole  lot  better  and  if  we 
can  get  an  affidavit  to  this  effect, 
we  will  take  back  almost  all  our 
nasty  aspersions.  Still  in  all,  we 
do  not  think  that  a  dog,  or  a  per- 
son for  that  matter,  who  went 
about    exclaiming    "Mamma"     at 


everything  could  be  called  either 
a  very  intelligent  or  very  likeable 
creature.  We  once  knew  an  aw- 
fully nice  girl  whose  habit  of  ex- 
claiming just  "Mamma"  to  ex- 
press pleasure  or  surprise  forced  us 
to  cut  her  right  out  of  our  handy 
pocket  list  of  telephone  numbers. 

In  all  fairness,  we  must  however 
admit  the  possibility  that  the  dog 
has  as  his  reason  for  exclaiming 
"Mamma"  a  deep  desire  to  revenge 
himself  on  the  thousands  of  slan- 
derers of  the  canine  world  who  for 
years  have  offended  conservative 
ears  by  that  most  senseless  of  ex- 
pletives, "Hot  Dog." 

JOSEPH  EASTON  MCDOUGALL. 
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Some  People 

"\yHY,  the  very  idea!" 

"My  dear,  that's  what  she 
said,  I  swear  it.  She  said,  'Oh,  let's 
not  go  there,'  she  said,  'Charlie 
Chaplin  simply  puts  me  to  sleep.' 
Those  were  her  very  .   .  ." 

"Can  you  conceive!" 

"That's  what  I  said.  I  said, 
'Why,  Ernestine,'  I  said,  'everyone 
who  knows  anything  knows  that 
everyone  who  k.nows  is  agreed  that 
Charlie  is  simply  superb.  He's  an 
artist,'  I  told  her,  'positively  an 
artist!'  ' 

"Why,  of  course.  Doesn't  she 
know  that?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know  what  she 
knows.  Ernestine  is  so  intolerant, 
if  you  know  what  I  mean.  I  just 
don't  understand  intolerant  people, 
do  you?  I  mean,  I  just  can't  get 
their  point  of  view  at  all.  I  mean, 
can  you  conceive  admitting  you 
don't  like  Charlie  Chaplin?" 

"Oh,  my  dear!  I  mean,  doesn't 
she  ever  read  anything?  Doesn't 
she  know  that  all  the  critics  fall  all 
over  themselves  to  .   .   ." 

"That's  what  I  asked  her.  'Don't 
you  ever  read  what  the  critics  say?' 
I  said.  'Don't  you  realize,'  I  said 
to  her,  'that  the  intelligentzia  are 
all  agreed  that  Chaplin  is  abso- 
lutely divine?'  And  she  admitted 
it,  she  said,  'Yes,  I  know  that,'  she 
said,  'but  I  simply  can't  help  it. 
I  just  don't  like  his  pictures,  that's 
all.  I  suppose  he's  really  very  fine, 
and  all,  'she  said,  'if  you  like  him, 
but  I  just  don't  happen  to  care 
for  him.' 

"Imagine!" 

"What  I  think  is,  probably 
Arthur  doesn't  like  him  and  Ernes- 
tine is  so  influenced  by  him  that 
she  doesn't  either.  Know?  You 
know,  Ernestine  never  has  an 
opinion  of  her  own.  But  can  you 
imagine  letting  oneself  be  influ- 
enced about  Charlie!  Not  to 
realize  his  greatness  for  oneself! 
Can  you?  I  said,  'Don't  you 
realize,  Ernestine,  he's  universal?' 
And  know  what  she  answered  me? 
'Yes,'  she  said,  'I  know  what  they 
all  say  about  him,  but  I  just  don't 
care  for  him.  Maybe  I'm  wrong,' 
she  said." 

"Maybe!  Honestly  it  seems  to 
me,  the  stupider  people  are  the 
more  intolerant  they  are.  I  mean 
it." 


"Did  you  see  that  gorgeous  wrap  - 
that    Mrs.    Perkins   wore   to    church 
this  morning?" 

"No,  I  guess  I  must  have  dozed 
during  the  sermon." 

"Huh,    a  lot    of  good  the  service 
did  you." 


"Of     course.       Oh, 
people!" 

"Sure,  some  people!" 


t\\, 


G.   SCHWABE. 

OPity 

f\   PITY  poets  everywhere — 

With  earth  Intolerably  Fair, 
With  love  always  Too  Big  to  Bear. 
These    tender    ones    are    far    from 

proud: 
A  normal  ordinary  cloud 
Will  often  make  them  cry  out  loud. 
Sunsets,  it  seems,  are  extra  sad. 
A  moon  can  drive  them  nearly  mad. 
In  love  they  take  on  very  bad. 
A  scrubby  dandelion  will  bring 
The   briny   tears.      The   bards  can 

wring 
White  hands  about  most  anything. 


Poets 

0  does  it  not  seem  hard  to  you 
What     the     pale    poets    must    go 

through? 
Now  me  on  love  I  am  not  sold, 
And  Mother  Nature  leaves  me  cold. 
There's  not  a  scene   that   I   could 

sigh  for. 
There's  not  a  gent  that  I  could  cry 

for. 

1  may  be  rough,  I  may  be  wild, 
I'm  just  a  poor  dog-catcher's  child, 
But  every  single  day  I  live 

I  thank  God  I'm  not  sensitive. 

JACQUELINE   EMBRY. 
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The  Six-Gun  Throwing  Crew 


BY  P.  G.  ROWE 


^HE  boys  were  gathered  at  The  Pas 
A'playing  race  horse  stud, 
When  the  barkeep  drew  on  Shorty 
And  Shorty  drew  on  Bud. 
And  Bud.  he  drew  on  Frenchy, 
A  breed  from  Fond  du  Lac, 

And  Frenchy  drew  and  covered 

My  old  pal  Smilin'  Mac, 

And  Mac  he  threw  his  six-gun 

On  the  barkeep,  Little  Joe, 

So  there  they  sat  around  the  game, 

A  six-gun  throwin'  row 

And  from  the  upset  bottle 

Red  liquor  leaked  away 

And  not  a  man  put  forth  a  hand 

The  ruin  for  to  stay; 

The  jack  pot  glittered  in  their  midst 

It  glitters  thar  to-day. 

II 

I  passed  a  silent  shanty 

In  a  town  they  call  The  Pas; 

I  peeked  thro'  cob-webbed  windows 

And  this  is  what  I  saw: 


Five  skeletons  of  men  that  were 

A  six-gun  throwin'  crew 

And  not  a  man  had  budged  an  inch 

From  the  instant  that  he  drew; 

Their  nails  had  fallen  from  their  hands, 

Their  bones  were  grim  and  stark, 

But  the  line  sights  of  the  six-guns 

Were  steady  on  the  mark. 

A  deer  mouse  slowly  crost  the  room, 

A  buzz  fly  flew  around, 

But  the  deer  mouse  went  on  tiptoe 

And  the  buzz  fly  made  no  sound. 

So  silently  I  drew  me  back 

And  slowly  walked  away, 

For  I  knew  the  six-guns  would  not  speak 

'Til  the  morn  of  Judgment  Day; 


And  when  Old  Gabriel  blows  his 
And  whether  cold  or  hot, 
The  Pas  will  sure  be  wakened 
By  a  fusilade  of  shot. 
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The  Old  Reporter  Goes  Berserk 


XCUSE  me,  but  are 
you  Mr.  Q.  K. 
Blimp,  the  famous 
eyebrow-  tweezer 
manuf actu  rer?" 
inquired     the      Old 


Reporter. 

"I  am,"  acquiesced 


Mr.   Blimp, 


importantly.      "You  are  from  the 
'Daily  Goggle?" 

"Yes.      The    City    Editor    said 


by  p.  w.  LUCE 
capita  wealth  is?  Have  you  spent 
much  time  in  the  Peace  River 
district,  or  in  Cobalt,  or  on  the 
prairies?  Right  off  the  bat,  tell 
me  how  many  pounds  of  binder 
twine  were  used  in  Manitoba  last 
year?" 

"No.  No.  No.  No.  None.  I 
really  don't  know,"  admitted  the 
famous  manufacturer.  "I'm  not 
prepared  to  go  into  details.     I  just 


you  had  a  good  story  to  give  out."     wanted  to  give  you  a  general  im- 
"Quite  so.      I   have  just  arrived     pression." 


in  your  city  and  I  wish  to  let  you 
know  that  it  has  a  wonderful 
future  indeed.  I  forecast  for  it  a 
most  amazing  industrial  develop- 
ment within  the  next  few  years. 
It  seems  to  me  that  you  Canadians 
hardly  realize  the  unbounded  poten- 


tialities   cf    your    country, 
are  privileged  in    having  un- 
tapped powers — " 

"Just  a  minute,  Mr. 
Blimp,"  interrupted  the  Old 
Reporter.  "Is  this  the  inter- 
view you  have  to  give,  or 
what?" 

"Why,  yes,  admitted  the 
visitor,  somewhat  taken 
aback.  "My  views  on  your 
glorious  future — " 

"We'll  ascertain  them  by 
the  Question  and  Answer 
method,  if  you  don't  mind. 
Now  then,  on  your  oath, 
how  long  have  you  been  in 
this  city  with  a  great  future, 
and  how  much  have  you  seen 
of  it?" 

"Half  an  hour,"  admitted 
Mr.  Blimp.  "I  came  up 
from  the  station  in  a  closed 
taxi  because  it  was  raining." 

"And  what  do  you  really 
know  of  our  tax  rate,  or  our 
undeveloped  industrial  sites. 
or  our  available  water  power?  ' 

"Well — er,  um — nothing, 
really." 

"Before  you  started  pat- 
ronizing us  on  how  little 
we  know  of  our  own  country, 
did  you  read  the  Canada 
Year  Book  from  cover  to 
cover?  Or  have  you  been 
poring  through  Hansard?  Can 
you    tell    me    what    our    per 


Yc 


"We've  had  enough  of  that," 
thundered  the  Old  Reporter.  "It's 
my  turn  to  pound  on  the  table 
and  glare.  Have  you  ever  read  a 
Canadian  book?  Or  a  Canadian 
magazine?  Or  a  Canadian  news- 
Well,  stop  shaking  your 
so    forcibly.       I     guessed    it 


paper? 
head 


Goblin  Contributors 


ARTHUR  L.  LIPPMANN 

J-T  ERE' S  a  toast  to  Arthur  Lippmann 

Not  a  boaster,  not  a  flip  man, 
No  two-timer  but  a  rhymer 
Full  of  cadences  and  grace. 
He'll  sing  of  spring  or  anything 
From  circle  squared  to  wedding  ring. 
And  mak.cs  our  pulses  ting-aling — 
Behold,  above,  his  face! 


long  ago.      How  much   of  Canada 
have  you  really  seen?" 

"I  looked  out  of  the  window  on 
the  train  several  times  when  I 
wasn't  playing  poker." 

"So!  Then  you  saw  about  one- 
millionth  of  Canada." 

"But  I  talked  to  a  man  who 
said  he'd  been  about  a  bit.  He 
was  from  Idaho,  and  he's  been 
divorced  only  once." 

The  Old  Reporter  waved  this 
aside  as  of  no  moment. 

"Have  you  any  suggestion  worth 
while  to  offer  us,  in  the  light  of 
your  actual  knowledge  of  condi- 
tions?" he  asked. 

"Frankly,  I  haven't,"  confessed 
Mr.  Blimp.  "I  thought  your  paper 
would  be  delighted  to  have  an 
interview  on  Canada's  drawbacks 
and  the  inferiority  complex  of 
Canadians,  but  I  see  now  I 
was  mistaken.  I'm  sorry  I've 
put  you  to  all  this  trouble. 
Really,  it  was  impertinent  of 
me." 

"That's  quite  all  right. 
Don't  apologize,"  smiled  the 
Old  Reporter,  now  consider- 
ably mollified.  "We're  all 
apt  to  take  ourselves  too  ser- 
iously at  times.  Let's  see: 
your  initials  are?" 

"Q.  K.,"  explained  Mr. 
Blimp.  "Q  for  Queue  and 
K  for  Kay.  But  what  does  it 
matter?  You  have  nothing 
to  write  about." 

"I  must  turn  in  an  inter- 
view, all  the  same,"  sighed 
the  Old  Reporter.  "The  City 
Editor  will  insist  upon  it." 

Q.  K.  Blimp  stirred  un- 
easily. 

"Oh,  don't  worry,"  the 
Old  Reporter  assured  him. 
I'll  just  dash  off  a  few  hund- 
fed  words  to  the  effect  that 
you  think  this  is  a  wonderful 
city  with  an  assured  future, 
and  that  Canadians  don't 
know  enough  to  appreciate 
their  great  opportunities  .  .  . 
The  City  Editor  would  simply 
go  crazy  if  he  didn't  have 
two  or  three  stories  like  that 
every  day." 


<§g[BHD£] 


17 


Aunt  Mathilda  Learns   to 
Drive 

""THIS  is  the  story    of  how  Aunt 
Mathilda,  a  dear    old  lady  of 
eighty-two    who    lives    next    door, 
learned  to  drive.      She  isn't  really 
my  aunt,   but  we  are  all  so  fond 
of  her  that  we  call  her  "Aunt"  as 
a  term  of  affection.     In  her  younger 
days  she  was,  so  she  said,  a  skilled 
equestrienne,  but  as  the  years  went 
on  and  horses  became  scarcer  and 
scarcer  she  gradually  gave  up  the 
pastime.     "I   can  remember  when 
Man  o'  War    made  three  hundred 
dollars  for  his  owner  in  one  season." 
she  reminisced.     But  now  her  sole 
diversion  was  listening  to  the  radio 
all  day  and  a  good  part  of  the  night. 
Two  nights  ago,  she  claimed,  she 
had    tuned    in    the    Kansas    City 
Nighthawks    at    two-thirty    a.m.. 
Eastern  Standard  Time.     "How  do 
you    stand    it?"    asked    Johnny,    a 
pink-cheeked,  golden-haired  neigh- 
bour of  five  years.    His  eyes  almost 
popped  out  of   his   head.      "Oh,    I 
sleep   it   off   in   the   morning,"   re- 
plied  the   old   lady    brightly,    and 
Johnny  ran  back  home  as  fast  as 
his  chubby  little  legs  could  carry 
him    to    tell    his    sister    about    his 
wonderful  discovery. 

The  octogenarian  was  bubbling 
over  with  confidence  when  she 
approached  my  garage.  "My  foot- 
work will  win  for  me,"  she  told  the 
reporters,  "and  look  at  my  record 
against  K.O.  Smith  in  Newark  last 
month"  she  concluded  as  she  dug 
a  left  hook  into  my  mid-section.  I 
countered  with  a  stiff  right  to  the 
jaw,  and  we  were  going  fast  at  the 
bell.  "Easy  there,  Mat,"  cautioned 
the  grocery  delivery  boy  whose 
duty  it  was  to  deliver  groceries. 
Everybody  in  the  community  knew 
and  loved  Aunt  Mathilda.  "Look 
out  for  the  baby  carriage,"  she 
cautioned  me  suddenly.  I  looked 
in  back  of  me,  and  when  I  woke  up 
they  were  carrying  me  indoors  on  a 
stretcher.  "It  was  the  rabbit 
punch,"  remarked  the  doctor  la- 
conically. I  rushed  to  the  garage, 
but  I  was  too  late.  I  was  just  in 
time  to  see  the  tail  end  of  my 
Chrysler  disappearing  down  the 
Post  Road.     Reliable  witnesses  tell 
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"DOES  IT  MAKE  YOU  NERVOUS  TO  HAVE  ME  WATCHJYOU?' 


me  that  the  quaint  old  Victorian 
was  seen  at  the  Cross  Tree  Inn  in 
company  with  Uncle  Ed,  the  town's 
oldest  inhabitant  and  a  dear  old 
fellow.  I  went  bail  for  her  several 
hours  later,  and  her  remark  when 
she  saw  me  was  typical  of  her 
mellow  experienced  outlook  on  life: 
"Thanksh."  And  that  is  the 
amusing  story  of  Aunt  Mathilda's 
first  adventure  with  the  "horseless 
carriage." 

PARKE    CUMMINGS. 


Hot  Weather  Relief 

Mrs.  Snooper:  "Are  you  look- 
ing forward  to  the  summer  with 
pleasant  anticipations?" 

Mrs.    Teller:      "Yes.      A    great 
many  people  I  am  tired  of  talking 
about   every    day    will    go    out   of 
town  for  the  summer!" 
*        *        * 

"Did  you  ever  get  even  with  that 
fake  medium  who  gypped  you?" 

"You  bet  I  did.  I  turned  the 
tables  on  her." 
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gcblin  gee/1 
to  the  mcviex 


with    Carroll  Carroll 


INCE  this  little  group 
last  met  to  ascertain 
justwhatiDas  the  cine- 
matter,  it  has  been 
the  extreme  pleasure 
of  this  worker  in  the 
screen-yard  to  see  the  best  motion 
picture  since  "The  Last  Laugh.'' 
(I  solemnly  swear  never  "bring 
that  up"  again.)  It  has  also  been 
my  misfortune,  which  agony  I  shall 
try  to  shield  you  from,  to  see  the 
very  worst  for  the  fiscal  year 
1812  to  1942. 

"The  Noose,"  starring  Richard 
Barthelmess  (whose  acting,  of  late, 
has  led  serious  thinkers  to  wonder 
if  the  first  two  syllables  of  his  last 
name  should  not  divorce  the  re- 
maining one),  represents  all  that 
is  stupid,  bathetic,  banal,  tasteless, 
absurd  and  disagreeable  in  the 
way  of  so-called  screen  entertain- 
ment. 

Made  from  the  stage  play  of  the 
same  name,  which  I  did  not  see,  it 
goes  into  all  the  delicacies  of  a 
first-degree  hanging  .  .  .  from  shot 
to  gallows  in  several  jolly  and 
diverting  episodes.  So  simple  a 
child  could  understand  it.  No 
mature  mind  could.  This  whimsical 
little  tract  of  the  way  of  a  law  with 
a  lad  is  way  beyond  the  compre- 
hension of  anyone  over  the  mental 
age  of  three  and  a  half  this  July. 
Somewhere  in  the  United  States 
there  must  be  a  prison  that  is  in 
some  state  governor's  back  yard. 
This  is  the  locale  of  "The  Noose." 
Now,  for  your  own  good,  I  must 
break  my  vow  not  to  tell  the  story. 
The  governor's  lady's  illegitimate 
son  murders,  in  cold  blood,  his 
bootlegger  father  because  the  old 
man,  having  previously  shot  some- 
one else,  threatens  to  expose  the 
son's  identity  to  the  governor,  who 
doesn't  suspect  his  wife's  early 
infidelity,  in  order  to  win  freedom 
from  the  law.  (Can  you  follow 
that?)      "I    killed   him   because   he 


is    Nickie's    only 
is     convicted     and 


was  no  good 
defense.  He 
sentenced. 

Angle  shots  of  hammers  pound- 
ing, pounding  on  ominous  shadows 
.   .   .  shades    of    "they're    hanging 


AND  BRIEFLY- 

"TENDERLOIN"— A  talking  pic- 
ture with  dialogue  written  by  the  sub- 
title writers  and  pretty  dreadful  it  is, 
too. 

"THE  SHOWDOWN"  —  George 
Bancroft  and  my  best  beloved,  Evelyn 
Brent,  both  of  whom  can  act;  in  some- 
thing that  requires  to  be  slept  through 
save  for  the  grace  of  its  two  leading 
players. 

"LADIES'  NIGHT  IN  A  TURK- 
ISH BATH"— My  other  best  beloved. 
Dorothy  Mackaill,  together  with  Jack 
Mulhall,  in  rather  obvious  rubbish. 

"DRESSED  TO  KILL"— Mary 
Astor,  carefully  photographed  to  bring 
out  her  worst  feature  (her  profile,  if 
that's  a  feature)  in  a  far  from  fact,  but 
entertaining,  crook  picture  of  the 
"Underworld"  variety. 

"MOTHER  MACHREE"— Having 
seen  "Four  Sons,"  this  department 
stayed  away  in  a  body. 


Danny  Deever  in  the  morning." 
The  governor  is  moved  to  pity  by 
his  lady  who,  ignorant  of  the  fact 
that  it  is  her  son  who  is  to  die,  has 
her  feminine  intuition  turned  on 
full  blast  and  languishes  woe- 
fully. (I'd  hate  to  believe  this 
was   all  just  symbolism.     I'd 


hide    my    head.       I'd  feel  so 
ashamed.) 

Nickie  is  rushed  to  and 
fro  between  the  jail  and  the 
gubernatorial  mansion  to  at- 
tend conferences  entitled, 
"You  are  shielding  someone, 
my  boy.  Is  she  worth  it?" 
There  are  the  meetings  be- 
tween son  and  mother.  Not  a  dry 
eye  in  the  house.  Snuffles  from 
strong  men  and  sobs  from  weak 
(minded)  women.  The  night  of  the 
hanging  finds  the  governor  and  his 
wife  vaguely  wandering  around  en 
negligee.  The  governor's  secretary 
stays  dressed.  (He  sleeps  out  and 
just  stuck  on  for  the  crisis.)  The 
prison  warden  breaks  down.  The 
governor's  lady  prays  to  an  ichon. 
A  light  falls  on  it.  A  miracle  is 
wrought.  The  audience  is  dis- 
traught. Mrs.  Governor,  acting  as 
ambassador  for  the  holy  miracle, 
phones,  in  her  sleep,  and  stops  the 
execution.  Everything  comes  out 
just  dandy.  It  is  a  strong  picture. 
If  you  smell  it  in  your  neighbor- 
hood be  at  some  pains  to  stay  home 
curled  up  with  a  nice  cork-screw. 

IN  "The  Crowd,"  King  Vidor  of 
"The  Big  Parade"  fame  has 
created  a  masterpiece.  Its  story  is 
a  simple  one.  Its  treatment  pos- 
sibly a  bit  too  long,  but  this  is 
unimportant.  "The  Crowd"  has 
all  the  elements  of  a  symphony. 
It  has  a  pictorial  and  rhetorical 
theme,  "the  crowd,"  weaving  varia- 
tions of  great  cinematic  beauty  and 


"I'm  th'  chap  you  paid  to  drowned  your  cat;  an'  I'm  sorry  sir,  but 
th'  check  you  give  me  come  back." 

"Well,  but  my  good  fellow,  so  did  the  cat!" 
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".  .  .  more,  even,  than  mere  emis- 
sary. Perhaps  I  should  call  this 
man  the  ambassador  of  good  will 
from  our  western  distributors  of 
Glyco  Products.'' 


much  narrative  frankness.  Its 
poignancy  is  concise,  reserved  and 
well  conceived.  Even  its  titles 
are  gems  of  middle-class  locution 
treating  in  proper  terms  of  the 
people  who  inhabit  the  film. 

John,  the  lead,  is  played  by  an 
hitherto  unknown  gentleman, 
James  Murray,  who  can  remain 
unknown  no  longer.  Eleanor 
Boardman  is  subtle  and  lovely  as 
Mary — and  there  is  no  quasi- 
religious  symbolism  connected  with 
this!  The  rest  of  the  cast,  includ- 
ing the  children,  is  admirable. 

The  main  honors,  however, 
must  go  to  King  Vidor.  He  has 
proven  himself  as  good  a  director, 
if  not  better,  than  Murnau,  the 
German  gent  to  whom  all  the 
world  looked  for  the  movie  "Sun- 
rise." Vidor  could  probably  even 
make  a  good  picture  of  "The 
Noose."  No.  I  must  be  wrong. 
It  would  take  more  than  human 
flesh  and  blood  to  do  that.  Genius 
is,  after  all  (if  we  believe  what 
we  hear),  only  an  infinite  capacity 
for  taking  pains.  Let  us  hope 
Vidor  never  has  to  take  such  a  pain 
as  "The  Noose"  for  production. 

And  now  I  must  apologize  for 
not  having  seen  Harold  Lloyd  this 
month  as  promised.  Next  .  .  . 
with  any  luck.  See  "The  Crowd" 
and  shun  "The  Noose." 
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Ho,  What  is  So  Rare  as  a  Day 
In  Sol? 

IN  spite  of  the  fact  that  the  old 
conservatives  won't  submit  to 
it  for  an  instant,  I  guess  there's 
going  to  be  a  new  calendar.  The 
League  of  Nations  and  a  lot  of 
scientists  and  a  girl  who  signs  her- 
self "Not  a  Flapper"  have  all 
agreed  that  the  present  arrange- 
ment is  just  too  bad,  and  even  sort 
of  pathetic  if  it  wasn't  so  funny. 

"Thirty  days  has  September" 
has  always  been  my  favorite 
recitation  but  I  suppose  there'll  be 
a  law  about  it  now.  Of  course,  we 
can  say  "Thirty  days  hasn't  Sept- 
ember" but  it's  very  unsatisfactory. 
Among  the  innovations  is  a 
thirteenth  month.  This  month 
will  come  between  June  and  July 
and  they  propose  that  it  be  called 
Sol,  of  all  things.  However,  Abie, 
Izzie,  and  even  Looie  are  also  being 
considered,  I  hear,  while  some 
want  Pat,  or  Pat  and  Mike,  some 
want  Serge,  some  want  Emily  or 
Alice,  and  our  French  cousins  are 
holding  out  for  La  Plume  de  Ma 
Tante  est  sur  la  Table.  I  can't 
help  laughing  when  I  think  what 
the  Japanese  and  the  Chinese  and 
those  too-silly  Eskimos  will  be 
screaming  for. 


Of  course  we  might  have 
a  contest  although  I  have 
several  neat  suggestions. 
The  new  month  will  be  the 
seventh — January,  Febru- 
ary, March,  April,  May, 
June,  New-Month — 1-2-3- 
4-5-6-7.  I  thought  it  would  bepretty 
cute  to  call  it  September.  Some 
people  are  so  dumb  and  it  might  be 
confused  with  September,  but  you 
could  call  one  Young  September 
and  the  other  Old  September 
though.  Or  why  not  call  the  little 
rascal  Lindbergh?  May,  June, 
Lindbergh,  July.  It  has  something 
of  a  swing.  That  thought  is  what 
gave  me  the  idea  of  a  plan  which  I 
am  considering  issuing  in  pamphlet 
form  under  the  title  "The  Phyllis 
Ryan  Just  Splendid  Plan,"  or 
perhaps,  simply,  "The  Luxuro." 
Under  this  arrangement  the  new 
month  would  be  Celebrity  Month 
and  would  change  its  name  every 
year.  For  instance  this  year  it 
could  be  called  Aimee  McPherson 
or  Moran  and  Mack.  Next  year 
it  might  be  called  Bernarr  Mac- 
fadden,  or  it  could  bear  the  name 
of  the  popular  hammer  murderess 
of  the  season.  Isn't  it  marvellous? 
Right  now  I  am  working  on  a  little 
poem,  sort  of  a  natural  history 
piece  which  starts: 

"Twas    the    twelfth    of    Charlie 
Paddock 
When     I     encountered     my     first 
haddock." 

— PHYLLIS  RYAN. 
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Darling  Jane: 

[  AM  having  trouble  with  Wilbur 
again.  I  mean  I  suspect  him 
and  that  is  worse  to  bear. 
j^You  see  I  met  Mr.  Mologna 
down  town  quite  accidentally,  and 
while  we  were  having  lunch  he  said 
he  had  heard  of  the  most  divine 
fortune-teller  who  really  knew 
everything.  That  man  is  always 
discovering  the  most  exciting 
things  so  we  went  to  visit  her. 

Naturally,  it  was  the  most  weird 
place  I  have  ever  been  in,  and  I 
just  had  to  hold  Mr.  Mologna's 
hand  when  we  went  down  a  black 
velvet  passage  into  a  sinister  room 
with  carpets  hanging  all  over  the 
ceiling  and  mountains  of  cushions 
and  a  woman  with  the  most  purry 
voice.  Of  course  I  wasn't  really 
afraid,  and  then  Mr.  Mologna  lit  a 
cigarette  just  as  if  it  were  nothing 
to  meet  the  most  malignant  woman. 

So  I  sat  down  and  she  held  my 
hands  and  told  me  all  about  being 
crossed  in  love,  and  that  I  had  a 
dear  friend  who  didn't  live  with  me 
and  I  said,  "Is  it  a  lady  friend?'' 
and  she  said,  "Yes,  it  is,"  so  it  must 
be  you  Jane,  and  there  it  was,  it 
was  all  as  true  as  that,  every  word 
of  it,  and  she  told  me  I  was  going 
to  be  drawn  into  life  on  the  stock 
exchange  and  have  a  disappoint- 
ment, but  not  about  money. 

There  was  quantities  more,  but, 
anyway,  next  afternoon  the  most 


polite  young  man  called  to  see  me 
and  asked  if  I  was  interested  in 
mining  stocks,  so  I  remembered 
what  the  fortune-teller  had  told 
me,  and  asked  him  what  he  had 
got,  and  he  showed  me  a  list  and 
I  picked  one  called  Rosy  Prospect 
because  it  sounded  cheerful,  and 
asked  him  about  it  and  he  said  it 
was  very  nice,  and  showed  me  a 
lovely  picture  of  the  mine  and 
asked  me  how  much  money  I  had 
to  invest  and  I  looked  at  my 
bank  book  and  found  I  had  over 
six  hundred  dollars.  So  he  said 
that  would  do  though  he  was  sorry 
I  had  not  got  more  and  said  he 
would  buy  on  a  small  margin  so  I 
would  get  the  most  for  my  money. 
I  didn't  know  what  he  meant 
but  I  agreed,  and  then  he  showed 
me  where  to  look  in  the  papers  so 
I  would  know  when  I  had  made 
more  money  and  he  gave  me  his 
card  and  took  my  check  with  him. 
Well,  I  had  the  most  excruciat- 
ing time  watching  the  papers  for 
days  and  days,  and  Rosy  Prospect 
went   up   and   down,   and   up   and 

down,  and  down  and  down 

and  down,  till  I  got  just  a  little 
bit  nervous  and  called  up  the  young 
man  and  he  said  I   had  been  sold 


out  and  he  was  very  sorry,  so  I 
said  would  he  please  send  back  my 
six  hundred  dollars  and  he  said  he 
couldn't,  and  hung  up  rudely. 

Then  I  was  really  frightened, 
and  before  I  could  decide  what  it 
all  meant  or  what  to  do,  Wilbur 
came  bursting  in  though  it  was 
still  the  middle  of  the  afternoon, 
looking  excited,  and  asked  me  in 
the  most  humiliated  way  if  I 
could  let  him  have  four  hundred 
dollars  out  of  my  account  for  a 
few  days,  he  said  it  was  some- 
thing to  do  with  the  stock  ex- 
change, merely  a  temporary  de- 
pression. 

"Wilbur,"  I  said,  "is  it  Rosy 
Prospect?"  and  he  looked  startled, 
and  nodded,  and  I  said,  "Well, 
Wilbur,  dear,  I've  lost  mine,  too," 


and  he  only  moaned  and  went  and 
called  up  his  broker,  not  the 
minutest  sympathy  for  me. 

Of  course,  this  wasn't  the  end  of 
it,  but  what  we  said  to  each  other 
wouldn't  interest  you.  I  told 
Wilbur  he  should  know  better  as 
he  is  a  man  and  supposed  to  know 
all  about  these  things. 

Wilbur  says  I  am  a  trusting  little 
fool,  and  he  knows  I  am  inches 
taller  than  he  is,  and  anyway,  it's 
not  true,  I'm  getting  so  suspicious 
and  cynical  I'm  sure  it  can't  be 
good  for  my  character. 

You   see   Wilbur   denies   it,    but 
what  I  want  to  know  is  did  he  visit 
that    fortune-telling    female    too? 
Lovingly, 

Martha. 

GEOFFREY  L.   KEIGHLEY. 

*  *  * 

A  Crowning  Achievement 

Legal  language  from  a  silver- 
tongued  orator  of  the  South. 

Fort  Worth,  Feb.  27. — The  woes  of  a 
"cullud"  gentleman  who  took  unto  him- 
self a  wife  and  repented  of  the  alleged 
mistake  are  eloquently  set  forth  in  a 
divorce  petition  filed  in  court  here  by 
M    L.  Massingill,  local  attorney. 

The  petition  reads  in  part: 

That  the  two  were  "solemnly  joined  in 
the  holy  bonds  of  matrimony  at  or  near 
Tyler,  Texas,  which  nestles  like  a  jewel 
in  the  piney  woods  of  East  Texas.  At  the 
inception  of  this  conjugal  adventure, 
plaintiff  well  knew  defendant  previously 
had  sailed  the  ship  of  matrimony  to  a 
disastrous  wreck,  but  this  plaintiff  accept- 
ed the  defendant's  version  of  that  catas- 
trophe and  believed  that  the  fault  was  not 
her  own. 

Faithless  Delilah 

"Plaintiff  felt  that  out  of  the  boundless 
depths  of  his  affection  he  could  nurture 
her  and  care  for  her  and  that  her  domestic 
virtues  would  bloom  forth  to  cheer  his 
hearthstone  .  .  .  the  plaintiff,  contrary 
to  the  traditional  tendencies  of  his  race, 
was  industrious  and  guilelessly  would  lay 
his  pay  check  in  the  lap  of  his  ideal. 

"And  plaintiff  was  unaware  that  this 
faithless  Delilah  was  spending  his  sub- 
stance in  riotous  living  and  in  support  of 
lounge  lizards  and  gigiloes  .  .  .  Then 
came  the  whisperings  of  rumor  to  his 
ears,  and  he  spoke  to  his  wife  about  it  all. 
Whereupon  she  crowned  him  with  a  lamp, 
disfiguring  him  so  he  could  never  hope  to 
win  the  hand  of  another  wife.  This  tap 
would  have  been  sufficient  to  create  a  dis- 
coloration if  darkness  had  not  already 
been  there." 

—  The  Dallas  Times-Herald. 

*  *        * 

That's  All 

Mrs.  Green:  "What  is  your 
husband  doing  in  his  garden  now- 
adays?" 

Mrs.  Brown:  "Oh,  just  a  little 
smoking  and  cussing,  my  dear." 
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free  speech 


endeavour^to^raise^the^standard^of^our 
young  people,  we  are  sowing  the  germs 
of  corruption,  whichf-brought  downfall 
to  mighty  Rome.  Such  articles  are  like 
disease  germs,  spreading  social  corruption 
throughout   our   fair   land,    f^ 

I  happen  to  be  an  active  worker^in 
an  organization  to  which  one  quarter  of 
Canada's  population  belongs,  and  unless 
the  moral  tone  of  your  magazine  improves, 
I  shall  consider  it  my  duty,  in  loyalty  to 
a  better  Canada,  to  blacklist  Goblin  in  our 
department  of  Social  Service. 

Admiring  your  printing  art,  appre- 
ciating much  of  your  clean,  clever  wit, 
but  despising  the  unseemly  suggestions. 

Yours  for  a  better  magazine, 

M.  H.  Pound. 


Goblin  gives 
a  prize  of  five 
dollars  for 
the  best  letter 
pu  blished 
each  month. 
No  attention 
will  be  paid 
to  anony- 
mous letters. 


The  Five  Dollar  Letter 

Kimball,  Alta., 

April  11.  1928. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 
170  Bay  Street,, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

Your  magazine  reminds  me  quite 
forcibly  of  the  human  type  of  the  age. 
Having  survived  the  colic  stage  and  more 
or  less  successfully  weathered  the  period 
of  trying  to  please  everyone,  you  nov 
enter  the  season  of  all-wise,  self-sufficient 
youth  which  "holds  the  whole  world  by 
the  tail";  blunders  may  occur  a-plenty 
but  an  indulgent  public  is  pleased  with 
the  diversion  they  afford  and  accepts 
petty  faults  without  harsh  criticism. 

Drab  middle-age  and  eventual  senility 
may  come  but  that  your  publication 
might  drink  early  of  the  "elixir  of  life" 
and  thus  retain  its  spontaneous  wit  and 
humor  is  the  sincere  wish  of 

Milton  W.  Hansen. 
*        *        * 

Sermon 

Lillooet,  B.C., 

March  20,    1928. 
The  Goblin  Publishing    Co., 

Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Mr.  Editor: 

Unless  you  eliminate  the  indecent 
pictures  and  suggestions  from  your 
magazine.  Goblin,  please  discontinue 
my  subscription  and  that  of  Mr.  Wm.  C. 
Pound,  Vernon,  B.C. 

I  refer,  for  example,  to  page  14  in  the 
December,  1927  number;  and  page  36 
in  the  January,  1928,  number  is  indecent 
to  be  associated  with  any  university  of 
learning.  While  fond  of  clean  humor, 
yet  the  editorial  section,  page  12  of  the 
February  number,  entitled  "A  Truly 
Shocking  Picture,"  is  disgusting. 

These  obscene  suggestions  are  a  disgrace 
to  Canadian  journalism.  It  requires  little 
intelligence  and  less  skill  to  drag 
down  into  the  mire.     Unless  we  in  Canada 


The  Color  Problem 

Brantford,  Ont., 

April  9,   1928. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 
170  Bay  Street, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sirs: 

.  .  .  And,  by  the  way,  speaking  of 
St.  Patrick,  were  you  trying  to  be  funny 
when  you  had  the  Goblin  on  the  front 
cover  of  your  March  issue  printed  a  red- 
dish-orange colour,  and  a  green  colour 
on  your  April  issue?  Waiting  curiously 
for  your  July  issue  (but  not  forgetting 
May  and  June)  I  remain. 
Yours  truly, 

J.  D.  O'Neail. 
(c/o  The  Expositor.) 

*        *        * 

No  Worse  Than  the  Others 

Oxford,   Nova  Scotia, 

April  10,   1928. 
Editor,   Free  Speech, 

Goblin  Magazine, 

^Toronto,  Can. 
Dear  Sir: 

One  day  last  week  my  second  copy 
of  Goblin  came  into  the  house.  Yes, 
that's  actually  what  I  mean,  March  and 
April  copies  were  the  first  two  copies 
I  had  ever  seen.  (Right,  first  shot!  I  am 
a  contestant  in  the  third  great  contest.) 

I  used  to  take  "Life," — sounds  rather 
murderous — "Judge's  Library,"  "College 
Humour,"  now  and  again,  and  am  not 
unacquainted      with      "Punch."  Now 

listen: 

My  wife  went  carefully  through  my 
March  copy  of  Goblin,  then  the  April 
one,  while  I  hid  behind  my  newspaper  and 
held  my  breath  in  fear  lest  she  shoi  Id 
accuse  me  of  wasting  my  Five  Dollars. 
When  she  had  gone  from  cover  to  cover 
of  each,  she  remarked: 

"Well,  I  don't  see  that  Goblin  is  any 
worse  than  any  of  the  others." 

Now  I  ask  you  confidentially,  is  that 
a  compliment  or  a  slam?  Personally, 
I  rather  like  the  Goblin,  what  I  have  seen 
of  it;  but  there  is  no  accounting  for  the 
literary  (!)  tastes  of  women. 
Yours  for  Fun, 

M.  N.  Johnson. 


Anecdote 

324  McLeod  Street, 
Ottawa,    Canada, 
March  15,  1928 
Goblin  Magazine, 

170  Bay  Street, 
Toronto.  Ont.: 
Dear  Sirs: 

Kindly  permit  me  to  submit  "A  Joke" 
which  occurred  in  my  office;  I  trust  it 
may  find  a  place  in  your  columns. 

"Two  gentlemen  patients  were  having 
electronic  treatment  administered  in  the 
office  of  a  "drugless  therapist,"  when 
the  electrodes  had  been  properly  placed 
and  the  treatment  machine  started,  the 
patients  were  given  magazines  to  read 
and  the  cordial  inquiry  made  "now  are 
you  all  set?"  one  chap  replied,  'all  we 
need  is  a  Scotch  and  sodas,'  the  lady 
practitioner  possessing  a  keen  sense  of 
humor  soon  returned  with  a  bunch  of 
heather  and  a  box  of  baking  soda." 

The  effects  of  the  joke  did  not  wear  off 
as  soon  as  if  the  "real  stuff"  had  been 
forthcoming. 

Goblin  comes  regularly  to  our  office 
and  we  do  appreciate  it,  the  joke  was  my 
own  and  the  two  patients  in  question 
have  never  yet  forgotten  its  humor, 
others  may  appreciate  it. 

Yours  very  truly, 

Elizabeth  Sfencer  Bullis. 

*        *        * 

Wider  and  Deeper 

540   Bathurst  Street, 
Toronto  4, 

April  7,   1928. 
The  Goblin  Magazine, 

170  Bay  Street,  Toronto,  Ont. 
Dear  Sirs: 

About  a  month  ago  before  going  to  a 
party  I  read  the  Goblin  to  put  me  in 
humor  to  help  along  the  merriment. 
Occasion  arose  to  work  off  Stephen 
Leacock's  "See  the  Conquering  Aero 
Comes,"  and  also  the  one  about  the  young 
man  who  got  a  position  with  the  Eddy  Co. 
in  Hull,  and  his  84-year-old  grand- 
mother's remark. 

A  few  nights  ago  I  mentioned  to  a 
group  about  the  man  in  a  Hamilton 
post  office  fainting  and  how  it  was 
related  that  the  old  pen  nibs  were  put 
back  immediately.  Whether  you  believe 
it  or  not,  the  point  of  the  pens  was  not 
seen  by  one  in  the  crowd.  I  tried  it  later 
with  similar  results.  One  man  said,  "I 
don't  see  the  connection."  However, 
when  I  explained  (what  seemed  most  ob- 
vious to  me),  they  laughed  immoderately, 
which  leads  me  to  emphasize  the  Sentence 
Sermon  which  appeared  in  a  Toronto 
paper: 

"Plenty  of  People — can     see     a     joke 
when  it  is  pointed  out  to  them." 

Another  feature  of  the  same  paper  is 
'Brain  Tests,"  with  answers  written 
directly  beneath.  If  the  Goblin  had 
something  like  that,  say  an  appendix 
with  "Pointers,"  explaining  the  jokes, 
maybe  more  people  could  laugh.  For 
instance,  how  many  people  are  wondering 
why  the  people  of  the  United  States  will 
walk  a  mile  for  a  Camel? 

Here's  hoping  that  we  Canadians  may 
develop  a  wider  and  deeper  sense  of 
humor! 

Yours  truly, 

M.  Evelyn  Morgan. 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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EFORE  you  go  any 
further,  fold  this 
copy  of  Goblin 
neatly  in  the  middle 
and  slip  it  into  an 
inside  pocket.  For 
those  not  having  an  inside  pocket, 
a  handy  disguise  may  be  easily 
obtained  by  a  short  trip  to  the 
nearest  shopping  district  to  pur- 
chase a  copy  of  The  Saturday 
Evening  Post.  Open  the  Post 
square  in  the  middle.  Taking 
Goblin  between  the  thumb  and 
forefinger  of  the  right  hand,  slip  it 
swiftly  in  between  pages  1  566  and 
1567  of  the  Saturday  Evening  Post, 
which,  treated  in  this  manner, 
forms  a  handy  cover;  you  may 
take  your  Goblin  practically  any- 
where with  you  and  no  one  will  be 
any  the  wiser.  The  reason  for  all 
these  precautions  is  that  we  are 
about  to  become  privy  to  some 
inside  dope. 

First  Claude  McKay,  negro  writ- 
er and  poet,  takes  us  through 
Harlem  strictly  from  the  inside. 
"Home  to  Harlem"  is  a  novel  with 
two  heroes,  Jake,  the  delightfully 
natural  supervital  playboy  of  the 
cabarets  and  apartments,  and  Ray, 
the  somewhat  stilted,  intellectual 
victim  of  the  refining  influence. 
McKay's  characterization  of  the 
former  is  one  of  the  most  vivid 
pieces  of  work  in  current  literature. 
Jake  is  thoroughly  understood  by 
the  white  reader  who,  throwing  off 
his  so-called  Nordic  superiority 
like  a  dress  overcoat,  flings  himself 
recklessly   into  a   vicarious  enjoy- 
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ment  of  irresponsible  gonna-live- 
until-I-die  adventure.  You  will 
like  Jake — though  if  you  approve 
of  him,  don't  tell  anybody  but  us. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  characteri- 
zation of  Ray  is  as  unconvincing 
and  at  times  as  annoying  as  that 
of  Jake  is  real  and  delightful.  Ray 
appears  to  the  reader  neither  beast 
nor  bird,  nor  good  red  herring.  A 
handy  definition  of  a  highbrow  is 
one  who  has  been  educated  beyond 
his  intellectual  capacity,  and 
though  I  don't  believe  it  was 
McKay's  intention  for  us  to  see 
Ray  in  this  light,  there  he  stands, 
a  pitiful,  unsympathetic  figure, 
and  a  queer  mixture.  He  is  philo- 
sophical   over    the    wrongs    of    his 


race,  but  he  consistently  talks  over 
the  heads  of  his  dark-hued  broth- 
ers. "Home  to  Harlem"  is  a 
serious  book.  There  is  in  it  noth- 
ing of  Octavus  Roy  Cohen,  except 
the  buoyant  irrepressible  atmos- 
phere of  a  mode  of  life  at  once  hap- 
hazard and  intense.  There  is  not 
a  dull  page  in  it. 

THERE  is  another  lesson  for 
Nordics  in  Ludwig  Lewisohn's 
novel  of  contemporary  Jewish  life, 
"The  Island  Within."  Lewisohn 
writes  as  a  Jew  who  has  taken  the 
race  problem  of  his  people  very 
seriously,  and  although  "The 
Island  Within"  is  in  no  sense  a 
preachment,  the  case  for  the  young 
intelligent  Jew  in  this  day  and  on 
this  free  and  equal  continent  is  set 
forth  in  graphic  and  interesting 
fashion.  Arthur  Levy,  the  hero, 
is  a  young  psychoanalyist,  the  son 
of  an  immigrant  from  Germany 
who  has  made  better  than  a  re- 
spectable living  in  the  furniture 
business.     As  a  child,  Arthur  was 


L:«I«D  LIKE  A  NICE  BOOK  FOR  AN   INVALID.' 
!YES.  MADAM.     SOMETHING  RELIGIOUS?" 
WELL  -  ER  -  NO.  HE'S  CONVALESCENT." 


sub-consciously  aware  of  the  fact 
that  he  was  a  Jew,  but  until  the 
day  at  school  when  one  of  his  Irish 
playmates  chose  a  rather  direct 
and  vulgar  method  of  twitting  him 
about  the  fact,  he  had  not  realized 
that  it  was  a  significant  point. 
From  the  moment  of  the  school 
episode  on,  the  fact  of  race  preju- 
dice enters  more  and  more  upon 
his  consciousness  and  plays  an 
increasingly  greater  role  in  his 
destiny.  One  sees  the  potency  of 
this  factor  in  the  lives  of  Arthur's 
friends  and  relations,  stretching 
out  to  finally  wreck  his  marriage 
with  a  Gentile.  "The  Island 
Within"  is  about  Jews  in  a  Gentile 
world  and  it  is  therefore  natural 
that  the  characters  should  discuss 
Semiticism,  just  as  in  "Youth  In 
The  Saddle"  the  young  Liberal 
Irishmen  seem  obsessed  with  their 
Irishness,  and  as  in  "Home  to 
Harlem,"  Ray  resolves  most  of  his 
problems  upon  his  condition  of 
color.  "The  Island  Within" 
stands  the  test,  however,  as  a 
novel,  pure  and  simple,  and  de- 
pends upon  basic  dramatic  values 
rather  than  one  particular  problem. 
It  is  good  reading. 

THERE  is  more  inside  dope  in 
"Confessions  of  An  Author's 
Wife,"  anonymously  written.  Prob- 
ably by  this  time  the  wiseacres  of 
the  publishing  world  have  tracked 
the  subject  of  this  amusing  book 
to  his  lair.  The  best  we  can  do, 
however,  is  to  assure  you  that  it  is 
not  Sinclair  Lewis  or  Harold  Bell 
Wright,  so  that's  all  right.  Who- 
ever it  is,  you  will  know  him  aw- 
fully well  before  you  are  through 
and  like  him.  You  will  know  his 
children,  too,  and  his  friends;  but 
most  of  all  you  will  know  his  wife 
ard,  best  of  all,  I  think  you  will 
like  her.  "Bunty,"  the  wife,  is 
unconsciously  the  leading  character 
and  it  is  her  unpretentious  style 
which  gives  charm  to  her  author 
husband,  no  matter  how  big  a  bug 
she'd  like  you  to  believe  he  is. 
The  firing  squad  may  be  outside, 
but  what  care  we? — In  the  inter- 
ests of  truth  we  are  determined  to 
deliver  ourselves  of  the  bromide 
that  here  indeed  is  "a  human  docu- 
ment" and  don't  let  that  spoil  it 
for  you. 


AND'more  inside  stuff.  "Paris 
**  With  The  Lid  Lifted"  is  in- 
sider than  that.  Bruce  Reynolds, 
the  author  of  "A  Continental  Cock- 
tail," is  also  the  author  of  this 
second  cocktail.  In  this  ^volume 
he  takes  the  eager  tourist  by  the 
forelock  and  puts  him  through  his 
paces  "doing"  Paris,  and  if  you 
want  to  "do"  Paris  and  don't 
mind  following  programmes  which 
are  quite  different,  we  imagine, 
from  any  put  out  by  Messrs. 
Thomas  Cook  and  Sons,  then  you 
will  find  "Paris  With  The  Lid 
Lifted"  your  staff  and  guide.  This 
cocktail  has  items  of  historical  and 
artistic  value  as  a  good  solid  base, 
but  the  Naughty  Places  are  thrown 
in  for  bitters,  and  not  too  bitter  at 
that.  If  you  can  forgive  the  occa- 
sional remarks  in  a  sort  of  nouveau 
riche  bad  taste,  you  will  enjoy  the 
book,  even  though  you  have  as 
little  immediate  prospect  of  get- 
ting to  Paris  as  the  writer  of  this 
classic  (the  review,  not  the  book). 

J^ERRILL  DENISON  is  re- 
sponsible for  another  book, 
entitled  "Boobs  in  the  Woods," 
containing  a  series  of  sketches  in 
his  usual  amusing  style.  Merrill, 
too,  hands  out  the  intimate  dope 
on  a  variety  of  subjects  funning 
from  summer  hotel  management 
to  skiing. 

f^  VISIT  to  the  Balk-Preston 
Company,  a  publishing  firm 
new  to  Toronto,  brought  forth  the 
advertisement  immediately  next 
door  and  the  first  four  titles  of 
their  new  Golden  Galleon  15c. 
library.  These  neatly  bound  vol- 
umes cover  to  date  Maeterlinck's 
"The  Intruder";  Ruskin's  "The 
King  of  the  Golden  River";  De 
Maupassant's  "Three  Tales,"  and 
Conan  Doyle's  "What  Does  Spirit- 
ualism Stand  For?"  These  titles 
in  the  richness  of  their  authorship 
and  the  economy  of  their  price 
should  have  a  good  Canadian  sale. 

ALDEN    DANIELS. 

*  *  * 

Naughty  Co-eds 

Co-eds  in  New  Uniforms 
"A  uniform  consisting  of  a 
white  flannel  shirt  and  tailored 
blue  serge  jacket  has  been  adopt- 
ed by  the  18  women  seniors  in 
•  •  •  " — Columbus  (Citizen)  Ohio. 
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'You  really  must  read  it, 
it's  wonderfully  good.' 

'Yes,  I've  heard  about 
it.  "Will  you  lend  it  to 
me?' 

'I  haven't  got  a  copy 
now.  I  had  one,  but 
some  one  borrowed  it  and 
so  far  it  hasn't  come 
back.' 

Td  buy  a  copy,  only 
I'm  awfully  hard  up 
these  days  and  books  are 
so  expensive.' 

*You  can  get  it  for  15 
cents.  It's  in  THE 
GOLDEN  GALLEON 
LIBRARY.' 

'Oh!  is  it?  I'll  get  it 
then.  I  like  that  series 
so  much.  I've  bought 
a  lot  of  them  for  presents 
and  for  myself.' 

THE  GOLDEN  GALLEON 
15c  LIBRARY  contains  105 
numbers,  English  and  for- 
eign, classic  and  modern.  The 
list  of  titles  includes  fiction, 
history,  essays,  science,  bio- 
graphy, and  it  is  being  added 
to  all  the  time.  A  few  of  the 
authors  are  John  Ruskin,  Guy 
de  Maupassant,  Maurice 
Maeterlinck,  J.  J.  Bell,  A. 
Conan  Doyle,  Walter  Pater, 
Eden  Philpotts,  Charles  Dick- 
ens, Christina  Rossetti,  etc. 

For  the  complete  List  of  the 
GOLDEN  GALLEON  15c 
LIBRARY  mail  this  coupon 
today. 


THE  BALK-PRESTON  CO., 
319  Bay  St.,  Toronto  2.  Desk  K 

Gentlemen  :  Please  tend  me,  without 
obligation,  a  complete  list  of  titles  in  the 
GOLDEN  GALLEON   15c  LIBRARY. 


N*m* 
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dire  releases 


from  some- 
^unreliable 
sources  and  we  pass 
it  on  to  you  for 
what  it  is  worth,  or 
better,  if  you  are 
feeling  generous.  Don't  quote  us 
as  we  may  deny  it  next  month,  but 
nevertheless  we  did  hear  that  Paul 
Whiteman  is  leaving  the  Victor 
banner  for  Columbia.  The  wise 
guys  say  that  Whiteman  was  pull- 
ing down  fifty  thousand  iron  men 
a  year  with  Victor,  and  that 
Columbia  offered  him  seventy-five 
thousand.  They  also  state  that 
the  ink  was  scarcely  dry  on  the 
Columbia  contract  when  Victor 
came  through  with  an  offer  of  one 
hundred — magnificent, but  too  late. 
All  these  staggering  figures  have 
little  or  nothing  to  do  with  White- 
man's  Concert  Orchestra  twelve- 
inch  rendering  of  "01'  Man  River" 
from  "Showboat"  (Victor).  The 
orchestra  is  helped  out,  or  rather 
forms  a  background  for  Paul  Robe- 
son and  a  mixed  chorus  and  the 
choral  work  has  all  the  weird  at- 
mosphere of  the  Mississippi  under 
the  stars,  as  we  poetically  imagine 
it.  The  reverse  of  this  disc  has 
Whiteman  coupled  with  a  chorus 
rendering  four  selections  from 
"Showboat."  Whiteman  is  some- 
what submerged  but  the  excellence 
of  both  sides  makes  this  the  big 
record  of  the  month. 

"Showboat"  seems  to  have  it  all 
over  the  dance  records  just  now 
Ben  Bernie  (Brunswick)  has  a 
double-sided  knockout  in  "Make- 
Believe"  and  "Can't  Help  Lovin' 
Dat  Man,"  both  from  this  great 
Ziegfeld  attraction. 

Irving  Berlin  has  turned  out  a 
new  song  hit  "Sunshine,"  and  it's 
there  every  way,  including,  wonder 
of  wonders,  the  words,  which  are 
quite  clever.     The  Ipana  Trouba- 


INVESTORS  GUIDE 
Apex: 
'  'Goodbye  Broadway,  Hello  Montreal 
"Mississippi  Sweetheart" 

Brunswick.: 

"Make  Believe" 

"Diane"  (Lee  Sims) 

Columbia: 

"Sunshine" 
"My  Ohio  Home" 

Victor 

"Ol*  Man  River"  (Whiteman) 

"Rain  or  Shine" 


dours,  helped  out  by  our  old 
favorite,  Harold  Scrappy  Lam- 
bert (Columbia),  tear  into  it  with 
a  zest,  and  it's  another  top-notcher. 
On  the  reverse  they  play  "After 
My  Laughter  Came  Tears."  No 
disgrace  there,  either.  As  the  best 
Apex  records  of  the  month,  we  pick 
"Mississippi  Sweetheart,"  a  waltz 
played  by  the  Hollywood  Dance 
Orchestra,  which  tickled  this  per- 
son's fancy,  and  "Good-bye  Broad- 
way, Hello  Mon- 
treal," played  by 
Harry  Reser's  Or- 
chestra, —  a  snappy 
foxtrot. 

A  LL  Blue  Ribbon 
so  far,  and  that 
goes  for  "Golden 
Gate,"  played  by 
Herb.  Wiedoeft  and 
His  Orchestra 
(Brunswick),  which 
carries  with  it  a 
resurrection  of  that 
old-time  favorite 
of  the  beginning  of 
this  decade,  "Rose 
Room."  This  will 
probably  recall  your 
courting  days,  if  you 
courted  then  —  and 
who  didn't?  The  bull's  eye  is  none 
the  better  for  the^Columbia  disc  of 
"My  Ohio  Home"  rendered  by 
Cass  Hagan  and  His  Park  Central 
Hotel  Orchestra.  Harold  Lambert 
is  on  the  back  of  this  one  in  a 
Radiolites  number  of  "I  Still  Love 
You,"  but  we  refuse  to  like  it  quite 
as  well. 

Do  you  care  for  Hawaiian  guit- 


ars? Well,  yes,  after  din- 
ner, sotdo  we.  Just  once, 
though,  mind  you.  And 
we  would  be  just  as  well 
satisfied  if  you  would  play  "La  Gol- 
ondrina" — or  rather,  let  Frank  Fer- 
era  and  John  Poaluki  play  it  (Apex) 
And  while  we  are  sitting  still  we 
might  as  well  hear  Lee  Sims  at  the 
piano  (Brunswick).  We  are  very 
lucky  to  have  Lee  with  us  to-night, 
ladies  and  gentlemen.  Lee  is  a 
boy  we  all  know  very  well  and  he 
is  getting  awfully  famous  on  the 
records.  What's  that  you  said 
you'd  play,  Lee?  Oh,  yes,  a  little 
sentimental  piece  entitled  'Are 
You  Thinking  of  Me  To-night?" 
{Applause.)  Well,  well,  that  cer- 
tainly was  a  great  treat,  and  I'm 
sure  we  are  all  very  grateful  to  Lee. 
Now  just  as  a  big  favor  we  are 
going  to  ask  Lee^  to  play  that 
popular  favorite  from  the  famous 
motion  picture,  "Seventh  Heaven," 
"Diane." 

Well,  I  guess  some  of  you  boys 
and  girls  are  getting  tired  of  sitting 
still  here  and  want  to  hear  a  few 
more  dance  num- 
bers. It's  getting 
late,  but  we  still 
have  some  good  ones 
left.  First  of  all, 
the  Troubadours 
(Victor)  will  play 
"Forever  and  Ever," 
(no,  Betty,  that's 
the  name  of  a 
song!),  followed  by 
"Rain  or  Shine," 
weather  permitting. 
Both  from  the  mus- 
ical comedy  of  the 
latter  name.  I  see 
Scrappy  Lambert 
hasn't  gone  home 
yet,  and  I'm  sure 
he'd  be  glad  to  sing 
the  chorus  of  both 
these  numbers. 
Thank  you,  Scrappy  I  knew  you 
would.  Lanin  and  His  Orchestra 
(Apex)  will  next  play  "I  Just 
Roll  Along"  and  "In  the  Sing  Song 
Sycamore  Tree."  Both  good. 
Then  we  have  another  treat  in 
"Linger  Longer  Lane,"  a  waltz  by 
the  Regent  Club  Orchestra  (Bruns- 
wick). One  more  excellent  waltz  to 
send  people  home  on  will  be  "Was 
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ELECTRICITY 

A  Youth  Restorer 

Infirmities  of  declining  years 

vanish[before  astounding 

machine: 

Overbeck 
Rejuvenator 

FROM  the  edge  of  the  grave, 
Mr.  0.  Overbeck,  F.R.S.A., 
F.G.S.,  F.P.C.  (London)  brought 
himself  back  to  youthful  health  and 
vigour  through  a  truly  marvelous 
discovery.  He  traced  all  diseases, 
other  than  thoseproduced  by  germs, 
to  electrical  unbalance — and  dis- 
covered a  way  to  correct  that  bal- 
ance. It  has  overcome  these  dis- 
eases: Asthma,  Bladder  Weakness, 
Blood  Pressure,  Bronchitis, Catarrh, 
Constipation,  Deafness,  Eye-sight, 
General  Weakness,  Gout,  Goitre, 
Headache,  Heart  Affections,  Hair 
Growth,  Insomnia,  Lumbago,  Ner- 
vous Debility,  Neuritis,  Neuras- 
thenia, Paralysis,  Agitans,  Psoriasis, 
Rheumatism,  Rheumatoid  Arthri- 
tis, Sciatica,  Voice  Production. 

The  marvelous  machine  that 
he  developed  is  now  available 
to  you. 

FREE 

Read,  in  Mr.  Overbeck's  book  how 
this  amazing  discovery  brings  back 
lost  vitality.  A  copy  will  be  sent 
FREE  and  without  obligation.  Send 
the  coupon,  now. 

OVERBECK  SALES  AGENCY 

23  Scott  St.  Toronto  2,  Ont. 

OVERBECK  SALES  AGENCY 
23  Scott  St.,  Toronto  2,  Ont. 

s>nd  me  Mr.  Overbeck's  free  book 
describing  the  Rejuvenator. 

Name 

Address G 


It  a  Dream?"  played  by  Waring's 
Pennsylvanias  (Victor).  To-mor- 
row night  we  have  engaged  at  tre- 
mendous expense  Messrs.  Van  6c 
Schenck,  the  famous  comedians, 
who  will  sing  "Away  Down  South 
in  Heaven"  and  "You  Can  Tell 
Her  Anything  Under  the  Sun" 
(Columbia).  We  have  heard  them 
and  they're  the  berries,  specially 
in  the  former  number. 

\X/E  could  have  played  "Singa- 
pore Sorrows"  with  the  Anglo 
Persians  (Brunswick),  or  "Beauti- 
ful" with  the  Pelham  Inn  Society 
Orchestra  (Apex),  and  we  could 
have  let  Allen  McQuhae  sing  "The 
Sweetheart  of  Sigma  Chi"  (Bruns- 
wick), and  "Mississippi  Mud" 
(Apex).  But  we've  heard  all  these 
and  we  didn't  like  them,  so  we 
saved  you   the  trouble. 

Classical  records  this  month  in- 
clude the  beautiful  Red  Seal  Fritz 
Kreisler  violin  solo  entitled  "Shep- 
herd's Madrigal,"  a  symphony 
orchestra  rendering  of  Wagner's 
"Rheingold  Prelude  and  "Ride  of 
the  Valkyries."  It's  a  matter  of 
taste  or  lack  of  it,  of  course,  but 
the  Wagner  selections  seemed  to 
us  all  sound  and  fury. 

Oh,  and  we  almost  forgot,  as  the 
best  pipe  organ  record  of  the  month 
we  pick  Marsh  McCurdy  playing 
"Did  You   Mean  It."  (Columbia). 

Free  Speech 

(Continued  from  page  23) 

Which  is  Which? 

Strathcona      P.O.,      Alta. 
Editor  of  Goblin, 

170   Bay   Street, 
Toronto. 
Dear  Sir: 

At  least  you're  a  liberal  guy;  in  your 
April  issue  you  give  us  pages  3,  4,  37  and 
38  twice  over.  This  may  be  excusable 
as  regards  the  jokes  as  of  course  so  many 
people  are  unable  to  see  a  joke,  anyway, 
or  most  anyway,  and  you  have  to  cater 
to  the  majority.  The  point  may  be  too 
blunt  to  penetrate,  or  it  may  be  too  fine 
to  tickle  the  dull  nerve,  but  by  repetition 
the  object  may  possibly  be  achieved. 
But  the  ads!!!  Do  you  have  to  force 
them  on  us  twice?  Once  is  too  many. 
Also  I  confess  to  being  confused,  which 
are  ads  and  which  are  intended  to  be 
jokes?  To  repeat  a  joke  is  natural,  but 
to  repeat  an  ad  is  not  only  not  natural 
but  positively  inhuman!  I  am  always 
anxious  to  laugh  with  the  crowd,  but  to 
be  caught  laughing  at  an  ad  is  too  ter- 
rible. Could  you  not  in  future,  when 
moved  to  this  repetition  orgy,  label  your 
stuff,  "This  is  a  joke,"  or  "This  is  an  ad," 
as  the  case  may  be,  then  one  would  feel 
safe. 

Yours  in  despair, 

H.  Rickards. 
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Contest 
Announcement 

pOMPLETE 
^^^  results  upon 
our  last  $6,000.00 
Puzzle  Contest,  list- 
ing the  One  Hundred 
Prize  Winners  and 
reproduction  of  the 
prize-winning  chart 
will  be  contained  in 
our  next,  the  June 
issue   of  this  maga- 


zine. 


V 


S 


Home  "Study 

■  <j>   courses   ^ 


THAT  LEAD  TO  BUSINESS  CAREERS 


DO  YOU  WANT  an  important. high -salaried  position? 
You  can  have  one  if  you  can  do  the  work.  LaSalle 
experts  will  show  you  how,  guide  you  step  by  step 
to>  success  and  help  solve  your  personal  business 
problems  thru  the  time-saving  LaSalle  Problem  Method. 
Our  salary-increasing  plan  enables  you  to  prepare  during 
your  Bpare  hours,  without  interference  with  your  present 
duties.  Simply  mark  on  the  coupon  the  field  in  which  you 
desire  success,  and  we  will  mail  you  a  valuable  book  de- 
scribing the  opportunities  in  that  field,  together  with  an 
outline  of  our  salary-increasing  plan.  Also  copy  of  "Ten 
Years'  Promotion  in  One."  There  is  no  cost  or  obligation. 
Find  out  how  the  salary-increasing  plan  starts  average 
men  and  women  on  the  high  road  to  success  nnd  financial 
independence.  Check  and  mail  the  coupon  NOW. 

—  Find  Yourself  Through  LaSalle — 

LASALLE    EXTENSION    UNIVERSITY 

The  World's  Largest  Business  Training  Institution 
Dept.  5488-R  Chicago    p^ 

I  should  be  glad  to  learn  about  your     /.o'.Vj 
salary-increasing  plan  as  applied  to  V 

my  advancement  in  the  business  field  V'.Y /)  //.>., 

checked  below.  ,.  jK  {>l'S   / 

Q  Business  Management  '    .   "^QtJQjy 

D Higher  Accountancy  If)  I  m 

□  Traffic  Management  /     .  '■■'■HC 
Q  Modern  Salesmanship                                   jf~M 

□  KailwayStatlonManage-  pj 

IlK'Ilt  «*J 

DLaw— Degree  of  LL.B.  (_ 

DCommercial  Law 

D  Industrial  Management  « 

□  Modern  Forctnanship  □  Business  English 

□  Personnel  Management  □Commercial  Spanish 

□  Hanking  and  Finance  ^Effective  Speaking 

□  Modern  Business  Corre-  DStcnotypy— Stenography 
spondence  □Telegraphy 

□  Expert  Bookkeeping  OCredit  and  Collection 

□  C.  P.  A.  Coaching  Correspondence 

Name - - -•  - 

Present  Position 

Aedr«i 
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Goblin 

has  the 

Lowest 

Magazine 

Milline 

Rate 

in 

Canada 


Over 

40,000 

Circulation 

at 

Only 

25c 

Per  Line 


Write 

for 

our 

Booklet 

"Goblin 

a  Sales 
Power" 


He  Mailed  a  Coupon 

Like 
This 


eift 


V, 


^and  it         ^-<!^:        / 
Brought  Him       --^::     / 

1129  Cool  Shaves/ 

from.  One  Single  Blade/ 


SHARPENS  ANY  MAKE  OF 
RAZOR  BLADE 

KRISS-KROSS  works  on  prac- 
tically any  safety  razor  blade, 
single  or  double  edge  (except 
Durham)  and  puts  new  life  into 
them  a  surprising  way. 


Another  triumph  for  KRISS-KROSS — The  Amazing 
Shaving  Invention  That  Makes  Old  Razor  Blades  Keener 
Than  Newl  Mr.  T.  Liddle,  of  Illinois,  writes: — "I  have 
been  using  one  of  your  stroppers  since  May,  1924.  I  shave 
every  morning  and  am  STILL  ON  MY  FIRST  BLADE!" 

NO  wonder  KRISS-KROSS  marks  such  a  radical  increase 
in  shaving  comfort  and  economy!  For  now  at  last  it 
has  captured  a  secret  that  has  baffled  inventors  for  years. 
Reproduces  barber's  flip-flop  diagonal  stroke  with  more 
than  human  accuracy.  Gives  any  safety  razor  blade  the 
keenest  cutting  edge  its  steel  can  take!  And  in  11  seconds 
you  are  ready  for  the  slickest  shave  of  your  entire  career  1 

SPECIAL  ADVERTISING  OFFER 
Right  now — toadvertise  KRISS-KROSS — we  are  making  an 
exceptional  offer  of  a  surprising  new  kind  of  razor  FREE  to 
every  new  booster  for  KRISS-KROSS!  This  "mystery 
razor"  is  absolutely  unique  (really  three  razors  in  one)  and 
cannot  be  bought  in  stores.  Find  out  about  it  to-day.  Send 
the  coupon  above  for  details  of  free  offer  and  illustrated  ex- 
planation of  KRISS-KROSS.  No  obligation. 
Mail  it  nowl 

CANADIAN  KRISS-KROSS  COMPANY 
39  Wellington  St.  E.  Toronto  2,  Ont. 


AGENTS!    $30    A    DAY    AND    UP 


KRISS-KROSS  pays  as  high  as 
$30  a  day  and  more  to  men  who  are 
willing  to  act  as  our  representatives  in 
their  home  localities.  Spare-time 
workers  often  earn  $6-$  12  extra  an 
evening. 


Generous  bonus  and  commissions — 
requires  no  capital  to  start — and  is 
paying  others  as  high  as  $5,000-$7,500 
a  year!  Investigate  now!  Check 
bottom  line  of  coupon  above  for 
details.     Mail  it  to-day  1 


Chinese  Logic 

A  man  who  resided  abroad,  had 
employed  for  many  years  an  excel- 
lent Chinese  cook.  He  decided  to 
raise  the  man's  wages. 

When  the  Chinaman  received 
the  increased  money  at  the  end  of 
the  month  he  said,  "Why  have  you 
paid  me  more?" 

"Because  you  have  been  such  a 
good  cook,"  his  employer  replied. 

"Then  you  have  been  swindling 
me  all  these  years,"  said  the 
Chinaman. 


The  Sea  Captain's  Story 

Apparently  "They  that  go  down  to  the  sea  in 
ships"  can  tell  a  good  tale,  judging  by  the  following 
related  by  the  captain  of  a  western  ocean  liner: 

A  steward,  he  said,  stood  at  the  gangway  of  a 
ship  of  mine,  and  as  he  stood  there  he  kept  shouting 
for  the  benefit  of  the  arriving  passengers: 

"First  class  to  the  right!    Second  class  to  the  left." 

A  young  woman  stepped  daintily  aboard  with 
a  baby  in  her  arms.  As  she  hesitated  before  the 
steward  he  bent  over  her  and  said  in  his  chivalrous  way : 

"First  or  second?" 

"Oh!"  said  the  girl,  her  face  as  red  as  a  rose. 
"Oh,  dear,  it's — it's  not  mine."  — Exchange. 
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Lucky  Encounter 

1— 1 1 1  rushed  back  to  his  flat,  but 
the  art  editor  had  kept  him 
fifteen  minutes  too  long  and  the 
taxi  had  been  blocked  for  five 
minutes — five  hours — at  a  busy 
intersection,  so  that  he  was  ten 
minutes  late.  He  fumbled  for  his 
keys  and  then  remembered  that  he 
had  left  the  door  unlocked  in  case 
she  should  arrive  first.  Shed  be 
embarrassed  standing  out  in  the 
hall,  being  looked  at  by  the  land- 
lady. 

He  straightened  his  tie,  took  off 
his  hat  and  ran  his  hand  over  his 
hair.  Then  he  opened  the  door 
softly.  The  sunlight  fell  across  his 
drawing  board,  and  the  half- 
finished  portrait  on  the  easel  stared 
at  him  reproachfully  but  no  one 
was  there.  He  went  to  the  door  of 
his  dressing  room,  calling  her  name 
in  a  hollow  voice  but  scarcely 
bothered  to  look  in.  She  was 
always  late  for  appointments. 
That  is  to  say  she  had  been  late 
meeting  him  on  the  two  occasions 
— in  front  of  the  library,  and 
yesterday  here. 

He  lit  a  cigarette  and  walked 
up  and  down  for  a  bit,  even  dabbed 
a  little  at  the  portrait.  He  looked 
at  his  watch.  Four  thirty.  She'd 
be  here  any  minute  so  he  composed 
himself  in  the  great  arm  chair  and 
opened  a  copy  of  Salome.  Then 
he  got  up  quickly  and  brushed  his 
teeth. 

At  five  o'clock  he  was  walking 
up  and  down  again,  straightening 
pictures.  In  smoothing  out  the 
cover  of  the  divan  he  discovered 
her  handkerchief.  He  buried  his 
nose  in  it,  inhaling  deeply. 

At  a  quarter  to  six  he  remem- 
bered that  he  had  forgotten  to  look 
for  a  note.  He  looked  everywhere. 
Behind  pictures  and  in  the  bath- 
room. At  six  he  was  refusing  to 
allow  his  mind  to  revert  to  her 
visit  of  yesterday.  At  a  quarter 
after  six  he  was  cursing  her 
roundly.  At  six  thirty  as  he  bent 
over  the  telephone  book,  looking  up 
Harry's  address  she  came  in  softly 
and  put  a  slender  gloved  hand  over 
his  eyes. 

"I'm  so  glad  to  find  you  at 
home!"  she  said. 

"So  am  I,"  he  replied,  his  fingers 
touching  her  hat,  "I  just  blew  in 
and  was  about  to    phone  you." 

STEPHEN    MOON. 


Jascinating  booklets  Jree 

Write  your  name  and  address  on  the  margin 
of  this  advertisement  and  mail  it  to  the  Salada 
Tea  Co.,  461  King  St.  W.,  Toronto.  A  free  copy 
of  each  of  the  above  booklets  will  be  immedi- 
ately sent  you.  Do  you  now  use  "SALADA" 
Tea?  If  you  do  not,  we  will  also  send  you  a 
free  19-cup  trial  package  of  "SALADA".  State 
the  kind  of  tea  you  at  present  use  and  the 
price  you  pay  for  it. 

SALADA  TEA  COMPANY 

OF   CANADA    LIMITED 
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On  May  1st  G?BLIN  moves 

to  larger  premises  at 

86  ADELAIDE  ST.  EAST 
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AT  LARGE! 

A  heretofore  unpublished 
photograph  of  a  man  who  has 
never  heard  of  "Castrol"!  It 
is  understood  that  he  stated 
"Oil  is  oil,  and  that's  all  there 
is  to  it"  !  ! 

Should  you  meet  anyone 
looking  like  this  gentleman, 
or  acting  like  him,  be  kind! 
Direct  him  to  the  nearest 
Castrol  dealer  or  refer  him 
directly  to  this  office. 

C.  C.  WAKEFIELD  &  CO. 

LIMITED 

"The  All-British  Firm" 
330  Bay  Street  Toronto,  Ont. 

HEAD  OFFICE:  LONDON,  ENGLAND 


WAKEFIELD 
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Goblin 

The  Practical  Menu 

With  Notes  and  Translations 

HORS  D'OEUVRES 

(Relish,  non-poisonous) 
CANAPE  OF  ANCHOVIES  (Fish   Sandwich) 

Use  fork  No.  A- 1  on  the  extreme  left. 
Caution:    The  toast  spatters  when  cut. 

SOUP 

CHICKEN  BROTH  WITH  NOODLES 

(Don't  be  misled) 

The  soup  spoon  is  not  the  one  with  the  curved 

handle  in  the  middle  of  the  table.      It  is  number  B-7 

on  the  extreme  right. 

Caution:    Noodles  are  irresponsible. 

RIPE  OLIVES  CELERY  RADISHES 

You  may  use  your  fingers. 

FISH 

FINNAN   HADDIE  (Only  smoked  Haddock) 
Use  fork  number  A-2,  it's  little,  but  oh  my.     The 
bones  can  be  put  under  your  neighbour's  chair.     Save 
any  sauce  left  over.      It  goes  well  with  the  pie. 

ROAST 

CLEOPATRA  ET  HELEN  DE  TROY 
(Prime  ribs) 
Fork  No.  A-4,  Knife  No.  C-3 
Don't   wipe   your   knife   on   the   napkin.     That's 
not    clean,    either.     Keep    your    eye    on    the    peas. 
You're  penalized  for  each  one  lost. 

SALAD 

Apparatus:  Fork  No.  A-5  only,  if  anybody's 
looking. 

Procedure:  Fold  one  leaf  laterally,  then  longitu- 
dinally. Cut  obliquely.  Practice  these  until  you 
can  do  it  without  looking.  Then  stab  four  or  five 
leaves  with  the  fork  and  wipe  the  plate  clockwise, 
then  counterclockwise  and  shake  well.  This  amuses 
the  onlookers. 

Eat  all  the  fruit. 

Conclusion:  You  never  liked  lettuce  with  French 
dressing  anyway. 

DESSERT 

ICE  CREAM 
Use  whatever  you  have  left. 
Caution:    Don't  sneeze  if  you  have  a  mouthful. 
Note:    Don't  take  any  cake  home  in  your  pocket. 
Accidents  will  happen. 

— Widow. 

*  *        * 

Sad  Fate 

She — Boo-hoo,  our  little  boa  constrictor  just  died. 
Stranger  passing  by — Poor  woman!     Was  he  your 
only  child? 

She — N-N-No,but  he  was  our  only  lemon  squeezer. 

— Purple  Cow. 

*  *        * 

He  (at  a  dance,  to  She):  "Do  you  think  my  dress 
suit  is  a  'perfect  fit?' 

She:    "Yes.     Almost  a  convulsion." 

—Mink. 
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Calling  Them 

Ragman:  "Any  old  clothes:  any 
old  shoes?" 

Just  a  Voice:  "No.  Get  away 
from  here.  This  is  a  fraternity 
house." 

Ragman:    "Any  old  bottles?" 

— Burr. 

*  *        * 

Safety  First 

"So  you  want  to  join  the  army — 
for  how  long?" 
"Duration." 

"But  there  ain't  any  war  on." 
"I    know — I    mean    duration   of 

peace."  — California  Pelican. 

*  *        * 

Heartbreak  House 

"A  burglar  broke  into  our  house 
last  night." 

"What  did  he  get?" 

"Practice."  — Orange  Owl. 

*  *        * 

Fable 

Coming  upon  a  football  which 
the  farmers  son  had  brought  home 
from  school,  the  rooster  promptly 
called    all    the    hens    around    him. 

"Now  ladies,"  he  said  diplomat- 
ically, "I  don't  want  to  appear 
ungrateful,  or  raise  any  unneces- 
sary fuss,  but  I  do  want  you  to  see 
what's  being  done  in  other  yards." 

—  U.  S.  C.  Wampus. 

*  *        * 

Both  Ways 

"Nothing  could  possibly  be  as 
vain  as  you  artists  about  the  pic- 
tures you  paint." 

"Oh,  yes,  there  is — our  efforts 
to  sell  them." 

- — Everybody' s  Weekly- 

*  *        * 

"Is  Claude  still  mopping  floors 
at  the  hotel?" 

"Yes,  he's  the  same  old  floor 
flusher." 

— Western  Reserve  Red  Cat. 

*  *        * 

Explicit 

"Waiter,  about  half  an  hour  ago 
I  ordered  a  drink.  Now,  did  you 
bring  it,  did  I  drink  it  or  didn't  I 
order  it?"  — Voo  Doo. 

*  #        * 

Page  the  Ambulance 

On  the  door  of  the  office  was 
chalked:  "Back  in  ten  minutes,  I 
have  gone  opposite  for  a  drink. — 
Stolze." 

Underneath  was  chalked :  "Please 
wait  a  minute:  I  will  fetch  him 
back.-  Mrs.  Stolze." 

Mcggendorfer  Blactter,  Munich. 


W 


OLD  CHUM 

The  large  25c.  package  contains 
two" Poker  Hands" 


<?lk  TOBACCO  of  QUALITY 


"And  how  are  you  getting  along  since  ycr  husband  was  sent  up  fcr 
stealin  ,  Mrs.  Williams}" 

"Fine,  thank,  yu,  Miz  Hogan,  little  Willie's  gettin  to  be  most  as 
good  a  provider  as  his  father  was." 
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The  dash  and  snap  of  the 
smartest  dance  is  in  each 
sparkling  glass  of  O'Keefe's 
Dry  Ginger  Ale. 
Everywhere  it's  considered 
quite  the  smartest  thing^in 
beverage  refreshment. 

O'Keefe's  Dry 

GINGER  ALE 


Ambition 

Chicago,  111.,  Post:  "Harry  F. 
Kraemer,  insurance  agent  and 
musical  entertainer,  leaped  to  his 
death  from  the  tenth  floor  of  the 
Southmoor  Hotel.  His  next  jump 
will  be  for  either  Naples,  Italy  or 

Marseilles,  France." 

*        *        * 

Playing  a  Nobler  Game 

A  street  bookie  was  arrested  and 
hauled  before  the  magistrate,  who 
looked  at  the  prisoner  very  shrewd- 
ly and  said:  "Have  I  not  seen  you 
here  before  on  the  same  charge  two 
years  ago?"  "No,  sir,"  said  the 
bookie,  "it  couldn't  have  been  me. 
I  was  in  the  Army  then." 

"Ah,"  said  the  magistrate,  "you 
were  playing  a  nobler  game  then, 
were  you?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  the  excited 
prisoner.  "Crown  and  Anchor, 
sir." 

—E.S.A.M.    Magazine,   Kuala 
Lumpur. 


Lessons  in  the  Noble  Art 

A  weedy  young  man  attended  a 
boxing  academy  to  take  lessons  in 
the  noble  art.  A  few  moments 
after  they  had  begun  the  first  bout 
the  instructor  floored  his  pupil 
with  a  neat  half-hook. 

"I  say,"  spluttered  the  learner, 
as  he  struggled  to  rise,  "is  it 
necessary  to  knock  me  down  like 
this?" 

"Bless  yer  e'art,  no,  sir,"  grinned 
the  old  pugilist.  "Stand  up  and 
I'll  show  yer  a  dozen  other  ways." 
*        *        * 

A  Sweethearts'  Quarrel 

"Hello,  Perkins,  where  did  you 
get  that  black  eye?" 

"Oh,  it  was  only  a  sweethearts' 
quarrel." 

"Sweethearts'  quarrel!  Why, 
your  girl  didn't  give  you  that,  did 
she?" 

"No,  it  was  her  other  sweet- 
heart." 


Doctor:  "/  have  bandaged  her 
right  arm.  She  must  not  use  it  for 
a  month." 

Husband:  "Could'nt  you  bandage 
the  left  also?" 

— Buen  Humour,  Madrid. 

*  *        # 

Many  a  Slip 

"There's  many  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup 
and  the  lip," 
Said   the  girl   who   always   used 
care. 
So    she   dropped    the    heir    to    the 
million, 
And  married  the  millionaire. 

— American  Legion  Weekly. 

*  *        * 

"Said  the  Scotsman" 

A  Scotsman  went  to  the  grocer's 
for   some   eggs.      "How   much   are 


th 


ese    eggs: 


he    asked.       "T\ 


pence-half  penny  each,"  answered 
the  boy.  "The  cracked  ones  you 
can  have  for  a  penny."  "Crack  me 
a  dozen,"  said  the  Scotsman. 

— Imperial  Veteran,  Winnipeg. 

*  *        * 

Taking  No  Chances 

Yankee  Abroad:  "I  just  bought 
a  Rembrandt." 

Patriotic  American:  "Well,  Am- 
erican cars  are  good  enough  for 
me!" 

—  The  Springbok.,  South  Africa. 

*  *        * 

The  Preliminary 

Wife  (at  3.17  a.m.):  "Is  that 
you,  Henry?" 

Henry:  "No,  'sh,  radio.  An' 
th'  Ii'1  teeny-weeney  fushy-wushy 
tenor  sesh  to  th'  Happy  Hour 
Bishcuit  Sherenaders,  'How'sh  all 
m'  pals  in  Grenidge,  Mash'choo- 
shts,  an'  Mishter  Dempsey  to  th' 
easht  made  fi'  yards  through 
Mishter  Whitehead  an'  thish's 
Gram  Coolidge  'nounshing  from 
Blue  Heaven   .   .   ." 

—Life. 
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Drinking  in  Many  Lands 

I.  England. 

Cambridge  Man:  "I  say,  will  you  swallow  another 
mug  of  tea?" 

Oxford  Man:  "Thanks  fearfully.  You  must  come 
to  our  digs  some  time." 

Cambridge  Man  (after  a  moment's  abstraction): 
"Do  you  know  Randall?" 

Oxford  Man:    "No." 

Cambridge  Man:  "Neither  do  I.  (After  pro- 
longed meditation.)     More  tea?" 

Oxford  Man:    "Right." 

II.  Spain. 

Senora:  "I  love  you,  great,  strong  man.  You 
have  the  flanks  of  an  elephant  .   .   ." 

Toreador:    "Ugh!" 

Senora:  "The  voice  of  a  nightingale  and  the  coat 
of  a  raccoon.     Kiss  me," 

Toreador:    "Pauf!" 

Senora:  "I  love  you,  great  man  of  the  elephant 
flanks  and  the  shiny  paunch.  You  may  do  with  me 
as  you  will." 

(Toreador  administers  coup  de  grace  with  a  wine 
bottle.) 

III.  Germany. 

(Students  are  singing  songs,  among  which  certain 
phrases  are  frequently  repeated,  such  as  "Heidelberg" 
and  "beer,"  with  frequent  invitations  to  "drink.") 

Minnie:    "Pretzeln  fur  die  Studenten." 

Students:  "Let  us  drink  to  Minnie,  the  beautiful 
daughter  of  our  city  street-cleaner.  Hoch,  Minnie! 
Hoch,  der  Kaiser!     Hoch,  Stresemann!" 

(Cries  of  "Sit  in  my  lap,  Minnie."  "No,  sit  in 
my  lap,  Minnie.") 

Minnie:  "I  love  only  Karl,  Prince  of  Dumpfdorf. 
Come,  Karl,  let  us  go  boating  where  the  Bodel  pours 
into  the  Wesel." 

Student  Prince:  "I'm  sorry.  I  have  to  see  a  man 
about  a  duel." 

IV.  New  Zealand. 

Elderly  Gentleman:    "Hie." 

V.  Russia. 

1st  Russian:  "Pass  the  vodka,  Matushya.  You 
will  have  a  drink,  will  you  not,  my  friend?" 

2nd  Russian:  "Yes,  I  will  have  a  drink.  That  is 
equivalent  to  saying  that  I  will  have  a  drink.  I  am  a 
philosopher.  I  am  also  a  poet.  These  are  my  two 
natures.  When  my  two  natures  conflict,  I  have 
indigestion,  and  Russia  has  a  literary  revolution. 
0,  God!    Or  perhaps  I  should  say — 0,  God!" 

1st  Russian:    "Vodka,  Matushya." 

Gene  Tunney:  "I  will  take  a  glass  of  water. 
And,  Oh  yes,  a  big  rosy  apple." 

— Record. 

s(c  if.  a|t 

Sarcastic 

Wife:  "I've  invited  one  of  my  old  sweethearts  to 
dinner.     Do  you  mind?" 

Husband:  "Mind!  Heavens,  no!  I  always  love 
to  associate  with  lucky  people." 

— Exchange. 
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Prodigal  Black 
Provident  Brown 


Bills  Black  and  Brown  lived  side  by   side 

In  houses  very  much  the  same. 
Each  took  unto  himself  a  bride, 

Each  bride  took  Black  or  Brown  for  name 
And  each  by  tother  did  abide. 


Bill  Black  his  wages  wildly   blew 
On  things  oi  very  small  account, 

On  fancy  togs,   a  car  or  two — 

Surprising  how  the  bills  can  mount. 

Surprising  how  the  money  flew. 


Bill   Brown  upon  the  other  hand 
Improved  his  little  house  and  lot. 

His   TEN/TEST  insulation  panned 
Out  well,  and  paid  for  what  he  got 

In  saving  fuel — you   understand? 


The  house  of  Black  was  damp  and  cold, 
The  house  ol   Brown   was  warm  and  dry, 

I  he  house  ot   Black  looked  worn  and  old. 
While  people  tried  Brown's  house  to  buy 

At  prices   big   and   manifold. 


L'ENVOI 

In   proof  of  TEN/TEST'S  high   renown 

Of  moral  here  there  is  no  lack, 
A  nickname  soon  went  round   the   (own 

And  people  spoke  of  "Snuffles"  Black. 
Three  cheers  for  mayor  William   Brown  !  !  — H.P. 

TEN/TEST 

INSULATING  BUILDING  LUMBER 

"The  Board  oj  Health" 

See  Your  Lumber  Dealer  or  Write  Department  GG  2 

INTERNATIONAL  FIBRE  BOARD,  LIMITED 
1111  Bearer  Hall  Hill      Montreal,  Que. 
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Or  Man  River" 


"OF  Man  River"— *££?■ vocal 
"Why  Do  I  Love  You?"— Kenn^s,°; 

and  his  orchestra.  J  1 00 

"Henry's   Made   a   Lady  Out   of 
Lizzie" 

"Iy.«  C„^.nm^^,f — F°"  trots,  vocal  chorus. 070 

Ice  Lream     Six  jumping  jacks.      •>  lot 

IVl&ry    Freddie  Rose,  tenor,  with  piano. 

"The  Voice  of  the  Southland"  3769 


"Girl  of  My  Dreams" 
"To- 


» — Allen  McQuhae.  tenor 


morrow     ^hoY^est 


3794 


Always  something  new  on 
Brunswick  Records 

These  are  just  a  few  of  the  wonderful  new 

Brunswick  Records.     Visit  your 

dealer  to-day. 

The  Sign  of  Musical  Prestige 
PANATROPES-ELECTRICAL  RECORDS 


Rooster  in  Urbe 
P^  GENTLEMAN  farmer  has  a 
niece  who  recently  married  a 
young  architect.  The  couple  set 
up  housekeeping  modestly.  The 
other  evening  they  were  delighted 
when  the  uncle  called  and  left  a 
fine  fat  young  rooster.  After  the 
donor  departed,  though,  they  be- 
came depressed.  The  fowl  was 
on  the  foot,  that  is  to  say,  alive. 
He  sat  blinking  suspiciously,  in 
fact,  on  the  edge  of  the  kitchen 
table.  The  couple  decided  to  have 
him  for  dinner  the  next  day,  but 
they  were  sketchy  as  to  how  to  go 
about  it.  Their  coloured  maid  had 
gone  home  and  would  not  return 
until  the  next  day.  Meanwhile, 
the  wife  thought,  the  bird  should 
be  killed.  There  was  nowhere  for 
him  to  sleep  that  night  anyway. 
The  husband  said  he  didn't  believe 
he  would  get  very  far  trying  to 
wring  the  rooster's  neck  and  the 
wife  came  out  flatly  against  the 
use  of  steel  in  any  form.  In  the 
end  they  decided  on  chloroform. 
This  was  obtained  after  some  diffi- 
culty, but  upon  attempting  to 
apply  it  the  husband  found  it 
made  him  sick.  He  retired  from 
the  scene,  but  the  little  wife 
pluckily  stuck  with  the  problem. 
After  a  brilliant  struggle  she  got 
the  rooster  down  and  dabbed  a 
saturated  napkin  over  his  face. 
He  lay  over  on  one  side  and  was 
gone.  Then  came  a  quick  dousing 
in  water  and  a  plucking  of  feathers 
after  which,  it  being  late,  they 
placed  the  nude  bird  in  a  dishpan 
in  the  kitchen.  Dawn  came  and, 
also,  a  brave  and  lusty  crowing. 
The  young  people  sat  up  and  gazed 
at  one  another  in  fright.  Investi- 
gating, they  found  that  Mr.  Roost- 
er, although  pretty  cold  and  in  an 
ugly  mood,  handn't  really  been 
dispatched  at  all.  They  finally 
called  the  Humane  Society  and, 
expressing  surprise  as  to  how  such 


a  funny  bird  had  ever  got  in  to 
their  apartment,  turned  him  over 
to  these  proper  authorities,  and 
ordered  chops  for  dinner. 

*  *        * 

A  Hot  Job 

WANTED — Man  and  wife  to  occupy 
and  tend  furnace. — Carrollton  (0.)  Chron- 
icle. 

Taking  turns  shaking  each  other 

down. 

*  *        * 

Fame  has  its  limits.  A  woman 
went  into  a  book  store  the  other 
day  and  asked  for  a  copy  of 
Lindberg's  "It." 

— Lampoon. 

*  *        * 

A  drunk  wandered  into  an  auc- 
tion sale  where  the  bidding  was 
fast,  and  the  auctioneer  yelled  in  a 
raucous  voice: 

"All  right,  bid  up,  ninety-seven, 
ninety-eight,  ninety-nine — " 

"One  hundred!"  roared  the 
drunk,  as  he  covered  his  eyes  with 
his  hands,  "and  all  around  base 
are  caught." 

—  Virginia  Reel. 

He:  "Darling,  wouldn't  you  like 
to  sail  away  on  a  silvery  moon- 
beam— just  you  and  I  together — 
toward  those  twinkling  stars  where 
all  is  infinite,  even  love.  And  we 
could  dwell  in  eternal  bliss  far 
from — " 

She:  "Oh,  I  couldn't,  Jimmy, 
not  to-morrow.  I  have  a  date  with 
my  hairdresser  at  four." 

— Ohio  State  Sun  Dial. 

*  *        # 

"Do  you  know,  my  dear,"  said 
the  young  husband,  "there's  some- 
thing wrong  with  the  cake.  It 
doesn't  taste  right." 

"That  is  all  your  imagination," 
answered  the  bride  triumphantly, 
"for  it  says  in  my  new  cookery 
book  that  it  is  delicious." 

— Hcywood  Advertiser. 


Go 
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— develop  and 
hold  its  glori- 
ous freshness 
until  youth  is 
but    a    mem- 


rWk 


Retain  its  soft,  smooth 
extrancing  beauty  over  the 
years  to  come.  Check  the 
wrinkles  and  flabbiness 
and  keep  the  appearance  of 
youth  with  you  always  thru 

GOURAUDS  38 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

Send  loc.  for  Trial  Size 

Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &  Son.      ion—,i 


hi 

Now  you  can  enjoy  a 
really  up-to-date  training 
in  this  attractive  field, 
full  of  sparkle  and  dash — 
a  radical  departure  and 
pleasant  relief  from  old 
fashioned  courses  and  an- 
tiquated methods.  Pre- 
pare for  a  career  in  this 
delightful,  well-paid  pro- 
fession. Write  for  free  il- 
lustrated book,  "The  Last 
Word  in  Humorous  Illus- 
tration." 

The  Russell  Patterson  School 

Michigan  Ave.  at  20th  St.,Dept.  19 
CHICAGO,  ILL. 


How  to 
Obtain 


A  Perfect  Looking  Nose 

Mj  Latest  Improted  FVkdel  25 
correct!  dow  ill-shaped  noses 
quickly,  painlessly,  permanently 
and  comfortably  at  home.  It  is 
the  only  nose-shaping  appliance 
of  precise  adjustment  and  a  safe 
and  guaranteed  patent  device 
that  will  actually  give  yon  a 
perfect-looking  nose.  Write  for 
tree  booklet  which  tells  you  how 
to  obtain  a  perfect-looking  nose. 
M.  Trilety,  Pioneer  Noie-Shasint 
Specialist,  Dest.  25 17, 
Binghamton,  -  -  N.Y. 


Bovril 

is  both 

nutritious 

and 

delicious 
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Cheering 

Patient:  "Doctor,  what  are  my 
chances?" 

Doctor:  "Oh,  pretty  good,  but 
don't  start  reading  any  serial 
stories." 

— New  York  State  Lion. 

%        %        % 

Buoy:  "You  either  give  me  a 
kiss,  or  I'll  take  one. 

Goil:  "This  is  no  charitable 
institution,  you — you  thief. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

Why  Not? 

"What  became  of  that  hired 
man  you  got  from  the  city?" 

"Aw,  he  used  to  be  a  chauffeur, 

and  one  day   he  crawled  under  a 

mule  to  see  why  it  wouldn't  go." 

— Boys    Life. 

*  *        * 

Chicagoan  Dies  Natural  Death 

"Eddie  will  make  his  million 
now." 

"What  did  he  invent  now?" 
"A  phonograph  record  that  auto- 
matically blows  up  the  tenth  time 

it  is  played."  — Gargoyle. 

$       %       $ 

"Will  you  lend  me  ten  marks?" 

"Young    man,    money-lending 

destroys  friendship  and  ours  shall 

not  be  destroyed  for  ten  marks." 

"Then  lend  me  twenty  marks." 

— Flicgende  Blaetter,  Munich. 

*  *        * 

"I  wonder  the  child  doesn't 
freeze — the  thermometer  registers 
ten  degrees  of  frost." 

"What  does  the  child  know  of 
thermometers?" 

— Meggendotfer  Blaetter,  Munich. 

*  *        * 

Mistress:  "The  master  was  very 
happy  this  morning,  Jane.  He 
went  off  to  the  city  whistling." 

Jane:  "Yes,  mum,  it  was  my 
mistake — I    made   his   porridge   of 

birdseed!"  — Passing  Show. 

*  *        * 

Grammar  Note 

"Percival,"  said  the  southern 
school  teacher,  "why  are  you  so 
late?" 

"I  went  with  papa  to  a  lynching 
party  and  we  stayed  until  the  last 
man  was  hung." 

Teacher  (severely):  "Was  hang- 
ed, Percival!"  Sk\i-U-Mah. 

*  *        * 

"Unmarried?" 
"Twice." 

— Country  Gentleman. 


Discriminating  men  are  ( 
keeping  their  hair  in  place  and 
generally  registering  an  impres- 
sion of  well-groomed  tidiness. 
Vinolia  Fixative  Hair  Cream 
masters  the  most  stubborn  hair 
with  the  minimum  of  effort,  and 
yet  is  absolutely  greaseless  and 
clean  to  use.  At  all  drug  counters, 
50  cents  a  bottle. 

Send  us  your  name  and 
address,  and  we  will  send 
you  a  FREE  sample  bottle. 


VINOLIA  COMPANY,  LIMITED 
Eastern  Avenue,  Toronto  8 


VlNOLk 

FIXATIVE 
HAIR  CREAM 


The  cool,  comforting  flavor 
of  WRIGLEY'S  Spearmint 
is  a  lasting  pleasure. 

It  cleanses  the  mouth  after 
eating— gives  a  clean  taste  and 
sweet  breath. 

It  is  refreshing  and 
digestion  aiding. 
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AFTER  dinner  talk 
begins  to  pall  — 
you  do  not  want 
solitude,  but  you  do  look 
upon  silence  as  the  height 
of  sociability.  The  flicker- 
ing shadows  come  and  go 
—  your  imagination  just 
waits  to  be  stirred — that 
is  the  Mood  for  Music. 
Good  Music. 

And  how  happily  it  is 
gratified  when  you  can 
drink  in  melodies  played 
by  artists  you  admire  yet 
need  not  even  turn  to 
applaud — when  you  can 
give  yourself  up  com- 
pletely to  the  enjoyment 
of  the  thrilling  genius  of 
the  inimitable  Paderewski, 
or  the  brilliance  and  sym- 
pathy of  Bauer,  or  Cortot, 
or  Hofmann  or  any  of  the 
world's  greatest  artists! 

Only  one  instrument  in  all 
the  world  can  do  that  for 
you — the  Duo-Art. 


TheDUO-ART 

Reproducing  Piano 


Is  installed  only  in  pianos  of  peerless  prestige — the 
renowned  Steinway,  the  Steck,  the  world  famous 
Weber,  and  in  Canada  exclusively  in  the  Mason  & 
Risch.  We  cordially  invite  all  music  lovers  to  come 
and  see  and  hear  the  Mason  &  Risch  Duo-Art 
Reproducing  Piano— recitals  are  gladly  given  with 
no  obligation. 


MASON  6-  RISCH 


230  Yonge  Street 


Toronto,  Canada 


£1r  M  l f\  ~T\    Spending,   Money  on  Razor  Blades       m 

^3  X  U L*   The  VERTEX  BLADE  SHARPENER  ' 

Puts  the  Keenest  Edge  on  Any  Blade  in  Ten  Seconds 

HPTJ  V   THP  l^RT^  rTJ  Experts  agree  that  the  Vertex  Sharpener  is  the  surest  and  fastest  for 
*  sharpening  Gillette  pattern,  Auto-Strop  and  straight  razor  blades. 

SOUP^i^tLIf.,ATGoFrS  ont.  ^  Made  in  Britain.     75c  in  Canada. 

Gentlemen:   Send  me  at  once  for  trial  your  Vertex   .  Solidly  Constructed.       Will  last  a  life- 

Sharpener.     Money  order  enclosed.  i,i  r        j 

time.   We  guarantee  to  refund  money 
Name if  not  satisfied. 

Address I 


This  sharpener 
will  pay  for  itself 
in  two  months. 
Get  yours  to-day 
and  stop  buying 
razor  blades. 
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And  Get  the  Gate 

Doris:  "Father,  would  you  care 
if  I  married  a  man  with  a  title?" 

Father:  "Not  if  it  were  the 
heavyweight  title,  Doris." 

— Everybody's  Weekly- 

*  *        * 

"Mother,"  cried  little  Mary,  as 
she  rushed  into  the  farm  house 
they  were  visiting,  "Johnny  wants 
the  listerine.  He's  just  caught  the 
cutest  little  black-and-white  anim- 
al, and  he  thinks  it's  got  halitosis." 
—  The  Leatherneck- 

♦'  ♦  # 

"Sir,  your  daughter  has  promised 
to  become  my  wife.'' 

"Well,  don't  come  near  me  for 
sympathy.  I  knew  something  like 
that  would  happen  to  you  hanging 
around  the  house  five  nights  a 
week." 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *        * 

Life  Is  Like  That 

Little  Mary,  who  had  fallen  ill, 
begged  for  a  kitten. 

It  was  found  that  an  operation 
was  necessary  for  the  child's  cure, 
and  that  she  must  go  to  the 
hospital.  Her  mother  promised 
that  if  she  were  very  brave  she 
would  have  the  very  finest  kitten 
to  be  found. 

As  Mary  was  recovering  from 
the  influence  of  the  anaesthetic, 
the  nurse  heard  her  muttering: 

"It's  a  rotten  way  to  get  a 
kitten." 

—  Tid-Bits,  (London). 

*  *        * 

"So  you  and  Harry  aren't  going 
to  be  married  this  month?" 

"No,  not  for  quite  a  while,  I 
guess.  You  see,  he  paid  a  year's 
dues  to  the  bachelor's  club  in 
advance." 

— Sun  Dial. 

*  *        * 

Judge:  "You  are  charged  with 
shooting  butterflies  out  of  season." 

Prisoner:  "Your  honour,  I  shot 
them  in  self-defense." 

— Florida  Boom. 

*  *        * 

Adam  (proposing):  "Why  do 
you  keep  me  in  suspense?  Is  there 
another  man?" 

Eve:     "That's  what    I'd   like   to 

know."  —  Pitt.  Panther. 

*  *        * 

The  vocabulary  of   the  average 

co-ed     is     about     three     hundred 

words.     Ye  gods,  what  a  turnover! 

— Skj-u-mah. 
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SUPER    POWER    AT   MIMMUM   COST 

The  24-ft.  runabout  illustrated  here  is  powered  with  a  70  H.P.,  4-Cy!inder 
Kermath.  capable  of  driving  this  type  of  boat  from  27  to  32  miles  an  hour. 
If  you  need  a  high  speed,  beautifully  balanced,  marine  engine,  specially 
designed  for  small  runabouts  and  open  launches,  where  dependability  of 
performance,  economical  operation  and  speed  are  demanded,  by  all  means 
investig  te  the  Kermath  70. 

Write  for  complete  catalog  to-day. 

KERMATH  MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

5867  Commonwealth  Ave.,  Detroit,  Mich.        90  King  St.  W.,  Toronto,  Ont 

There  is  a  Kermath  to 
fit  every  purpose  and 
purse. 

"A  Kermath 
Always  Runs*' 
3  to  150  H.P. 


v 


She  KNOWS  it's  the  Finest 
when  it's  a  ^ 


Me 


bird 


GENUINE    DIAMOND    KING 
And  YOU  know  it's  the  right  price. 

SEND  TEN  CENTS  AND  JEWELLER'S  NAME  FOR  "THE  BOOK  THAT  LOVERS  LOVE" 
TO  MAURICE  J.  WALSH.  LIMITED  -         FEDERAL  BUILDING.  TORONTO.  ONT. 
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The  Center 
of 

New  York's 
Activity 

VV  HEN  you  come  to 
New  York,  you  will  want  to  be  in 
the  center  of  operations,  which 
means  staying  at  the  Belmont. 

The  Grand  Central  Station,  the 
crosstown  and  downtown  sub- 
ways are  at  your  door.  Whether 
it  be  business,  shopping  or 
pleasure,  the  avenues  of  easy 
approach  lead  from  the 
Belmont. 

And  then,  there  is  the  famous 
Belmont  hospitality  which 
makes  your  every  wish  a  com- 
mand to  be  promptly  executed 
by  a  tried  and  faithful  person- 
nel. Living  becomes  a  pleasure 
at  the  Belmont. 


JOHN  McENTEE  BOWMAN 
President 

ROY  S.   HUBBELL 

Manager 


The  Belmont 

Park  Avenue  and  42nd  Street 
New  York  City 


A  Bowman  Biltmore  Hotel 


Opposite  the 

Grand  Central  Terminal 

"The  Gateway  to  a  Continent" 


Breaking  It  Gently 

Insignificant  Parent:  "Isn't  it 
time  he  could  say  'Daddy'?" 

Fond  Mother:  "We've  decided 
not  to  tell  who  you  are  until  he 
gets  a  bit  stronger." 

— Passing  Show. 

Theodore  Roosevelt  said  a  thor- 
ough knowledge  of  the  Bible  was 
worth  more  than  a  college  educa- 
tion. 

A  thorough  knowledge  of  any- 
thing is  worth  more  than  a  college 

education.  — Yale  Review. 

*  *        * 

Fresh ! 

Binks  (to  shopkeeper):  "Have 
you  any  eggs  in  which  you  can 
guarantee  there  are  no  chickens?" 

Grocer  (pausing  a  moment): 
"Yes,  sir — duck  eggs." 

— West  Bromwich  Free  Press. 

*  *        * 

Kind  Old  Lady:  "And  what  are 
you  going  to  do  when  you  grow 
up,  my  little  man?" 

Urchin:    "Foller  in  me  father's 

finger  prints."  — Record. 

*  *        # 

Help  Wanted 

To  start  with,  Smith  doesn't  cut 
a  distinguished  figure  in  his  evening 
clothes.  In  a  fashionable  res- 
taurant the  other  night,  as  he  stood 
near  the  door  waiting  for  his  wife, 
a  tall,  pompous  man  came  up  and 
asked,  "I  say,  my  man,  are  you 
the  headwaiter?" 

As  quick  as  a  flash  Smith  an- 
swered, "No,  but  I  heard  him  tell 
a  young  man  this  afternoon  that 
he  wasn't  taking  on  any  more 
help."  — Brown  Jug. 


"Look  °t  those  Siamese  twins.  It 
is  silly  to  come  to  a  ball  fastened 
together  lii\e  that." 

"That  is  Mr.  Dunce  and  his  wife. 
It  is  the  only  way  she  Would  permit 
him  to  come." 

— Meggcndorfer  Blaettcr,  Munich. 


Look 


^i3  « 


We  do  —  that  is,  we  use 
greatest  care  to  maintain 
quality  and  appearance  in 
Planters  Salted  peanuts. 


In  the  sanitary  pack- 
age, everywhere. 


5- 


PUNTERS 

SALTED  PEANUTS 

mmm 


r3?Daus 


L$295 


Booklet  of  200  AU- 
Eipenii'  T  O  u  r  %, 
9105  and  op.  Sent 
JFree.  Collegiate 
I  Tours,  700  schools 
[and  colleges  rep- 
resented In  1027. 
ALLEN  TOURS.  Inc. 
166  BOYLSTON  ST., 

boston,  mass. 


TRAIN  SICKNESS 


Mothersill's  prevents  exhaustion, 
nausea,  dizziness  and  faintness  of 
Train  Travel.  Journey  by  Sea, 
Train,  Auto,  Car  or  Air  in  Health 
and   Comfort.  33 

75c.  &  $1-50  at  Drug  Stores  or  direft 
The   Motherslll   Remedy  Co.,   Ltd. 
New  York  .  _j  ■  s  Montreal 

Paris  ^BH  ^i**^1^.  London 
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Two  Prize  Fighters  Discuss  Another 

"QREETINGS,  brother  of  the  fistic  world.     What 
is  there  in  the  way  of  news  that  is  worthy  of 
our  discussion  this  morning?" 

"Really  very  little,  I'm  forced  to  acknowledge. 
Have  you  noticed,  however,  the  decidedly  unconven- 
tional manner  with  which  Jones  is  conducting 
himself  of  late?" 

"Indeed  I  have.  In  point  of  fact  I  have  been 
somewhat  perturbed  and  not  a  little  piqued  by  the 
offensive  nature  of  his  actions." 

"Why  in  observing  his  latest  encounter  I  was 
distinctly  aware  of  a  revolting  uncouthness  and 
roughness  that  was  to  my  mind  inexcusable!" 

"And  I,  too.  His  slugging  tactics  did  not  escape 
me,  you  may  be  sure." 

"Did  you  perceive,  moreover,  his  unkempt 
appearance?" 

"I  most  certainly  did.  I  can  well  imagine  that 
that  barb-like  face  of  his  has  not  seen  even  the  vestige 
of  a  shave  in  weeks." 

"And  were  you  aware,  also,  of  the  lack  of  finish 
in  the  man?  I  seriously  doubt  if  he  has  had  even 
the  benefit  of  an  elementary  education." 

"There  is  unquestionably  sufficient  evidence  at 
hand  to  support  that  belief.  I  never  saw  a  fighter 
who  was  so  utterly  unrefined  in  my  life." 

"Nor  I.  I  really  don't  believe  he  should  be 
allowed  to  enter  a  ring." 

"You're  absolutely  right.  He's  positively  a  dis- 
grace to  the  profession." 

— P.M.C. 

Mrs.  McHunt:  "Dead!  Dead!  Dear  me!  Poor 
Mrs.  McSnorter  gone  to  join  the  great  majority." 

McSorley:  "Well,  I  wouldn't  say  that!  She  was 
a  good  woman,  so  far  as  we  know!" 

— American  Humor. 

Two  Sport  Writers  Meet 

"I-IE.LLO,  Joe,  what's  new  in  the  sporting  world?" 
"Nothing  much  out  of  the  ordinary.  I  hear 
though  that  Eye  Tooth  Flannigan  put  the  blinkers 
on  Gravy  Goldsmith  in  a  fistic  tussle  that  was  a 
veritable  melee  of  fists." 

"Yeah,  and  I  notice  where  the  Pink  Sox  got  off 
ahead  when  Eddie  Eliz  was  hit  in  the  bread  basket 
and  made  a  speedy  tour  of  the  remaining  sacks  when 
Blume  hit  the  deceiving  pellet  into  the  open  air 
customers." 

"And  Floyd  Boaz  travelling  the  required  eighteen 
holes  in  less  than  par  the  other  day,  sinking  the  pro- 
fanity-provoking pill  in  the  accepted  torpedo  fashion," 

"Spotz  is  fast  becoming  the  swiftest  biped  in  what 
is  commonly  called  the  world,  as  anyone  who  lamped 
his  recent  eye-straining  feat  will  admit." 

"I  see  where  Nabisco  won  in  a  tangle  of  limbs  with 
Uneeda,  who  proved  to  be  just  a  shell  of  his  former 
self." 

Yep.  well,  I'll  have  to  be  leaving  you  now,  Joe. 
Let  me  know  if  anything  new  turns  up." 

Yeah,  I  will.  I'm  in  a  hurry  myself.  I've  got 
to  tear  off  a  snappy  account  of  a  coming  bridge 
match."  — P.M.C. 
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For  Sale^To 

College  Men  and  Women 

A  Month  of  Romance 


All-Expenses 

$375 

INCLUDES: 
Ocean  Passage 

Sight-seeing 

Good  Hotels 

Usual  Meals 
All  Tips  Abroad 

TO  SEE: 
Montreal 

Quebec 

Liverpool 
Stratford- on-A  von 
Warwick 

Kenil  worth 
Thames  Valley 
Windsor 

Eton 
London 

Dover 

Ostend 
Bruges 

Brussels 

Paris 
Normandy 

Cherbourg     J] 


NEXT  summer!  Up  in  Montreal 
a  swift  ocean  liner  awaits  us, 
to  sail  Europe-ward  with  a  happy 
group  of  college-age  men  and  wo- 
men who  will  "do"  Europe  in  a 
campus-like  atmosphere  of  inform- 
al good  fellowship,  under  the  aus- 
pices of  College  Humor  Magazine. 

Down  the  majestic  St.  Lawrence 
and  across  the  Atlantic  we'll  sail, 
with  a  dance  band  from  a  famous 
American  college  to  furnish  music. 
The  week's  voyage  will  be  a  mem- 
orable "house  party  at  sea." 

Then  Europe!— with  three  days 
in  London,  plenty  of  time  for  The 
Shakespeare  Country  and  Oxford, 
busy  days  in  Belgium,  and  Paris  for 
five  glorious  days  and  six  tumult- 
ous nights! 

All  travel  arrangements  by  the  Art  Crafts 
Guild  Travel  Bureau,  originators  of  the 
famous  "Collegiate  Tours."  Membership 
is  limited.  For  full  details,  hurry  us  the 
coupon  below. 


College  Humor's 

COLLEGIATE    TOUR 
to  EUROPE 


MAIL  THIS  COUPON  FOR  FULL  DETAILS 
COLLEGE  HUMOR,  1050  N.  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago,  III. 

Please  send   me  complete  information  regarding  College  Humor's 
Collegiate  Tour  to  Europe. 

Nome 


Address^ 


CC2 
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Goblin 


On  the  roof  of  the  world 


THERE'S  a  new  golf  course  at  Banff 
this  year.  Mt.  Rundle,  10,000  feet 
high,  is  your  out-of-bounds  on  one  side. 
On  the  other  .  .  .  the  Bow  River,  rushing 
torrent  of  green.  Turf  from  the  lowlands. 
One  of  the  sportiest  courses  on  the  con- 
tinent.   6,000  yards  long. 


When  you  aren't  golfing,  you  ride  .  .  . 
you  motor  .  .  .  you  boat  on  lake  Minne- 
wanka  or  the  Bow  River  .  .  .  you  fish 
for  mountain  trout  .  .  .  you  climb 
mountains  .  .  .  you  swim  in  the  warm 
sulphur  pool .  .  .  you  dance  . .  .  you  frivol 
pleasantly  over  the  English  tea-cups  on 


the  terrace  .  .  .  you  join  the  Annual  Trail 
Ride  in  August  .  .  .  you  look  on  at  such 
original  spectacles  as  the  Indian  Pow 
Wow  in  July,  or  the  Highland  games  in 
September.  Always,  you  bring  a  lively 
young  appetite  to  the  glorious  meals  .  .  . 
for  in  cuisine  and  appointments,  Banff 
Springs  Hotel  ranks  among  the  first  dozen 
of  the  world.  The  new  wing,  completed 
this  year,  gives  the  hotel  a  capacity  of  600 
rooms  with  baths,  but  it's  still  wise  to 
make  your  reservations  in  advance.  Open 
May  15.  Full  information  and  reserva- 
tions from  any  Canadian  Pacific  Office, 
or  from   Banff  Springs    Hotel,   Alberta. 


Goblin 

You  Know  the  Type 

Vickers:  "Why  do  you  dislike 
him  so?" 

Wickers:  "He's  full  of  opinions 
that  are  wrong,  and  can  always 
prove  everything  he  says." 

— Life. 

Stuttering  Mose:  "J-just  think, 
t-that  b-b-beautiful  b-b-butterfly 
once  c-came  from  a  cocoon. 

Rastus:     "Goo'   Lord,   ise  guess 
we  is  the  ancestors  of  everything. 
— Cornell  Widow. 
*        *        * 

Best  Man:  "Wasn't  it  annoying 
the  way  that  baby  cried  all  during 
the  ceremony." 

Maid  of  Honour:  "It  was  dread- 
ful. When  I  am  married  I  shall 
have  engraved  on  the  invitations 
'no  babies  expected.' 

— Jack-o -Lantern. 

"Where  is  the  manager's  office?" 
"Follow  the  passage  until  you 
come  to  the  sign  reading  'No 
Admittance.'  Go  upstairs  till  you 
see  the  sign  'Keep  Out.'  Follow 
the  corridor  till  you  see  the  sign, 
'Silence,'  then  yell  for  him." 

— Tiger. 

♦  ♦  $ 

"Why  did  you  stop  singing  in 
the  choir?" 

"Because  one  day  I  didn't  sing 
and  somebody  asked  if  the  organ 
had  been  fixed." 

— Tiger. 

♦  ♦  sjs 

"The  only  two  who  can  live  as 
cheaply  as  one,"  says  the  cynic, 
"are  a  flea  and  a  dog." 

— Bison. 

Nurse:  "Whom  are  you  operat- 
ing on  to-day?" 

Orderly:  "A  fellow  who  had  a 
golf  ball  knocked  down  his  throat 
at  the  links." 

Nurse:  "And  who  is  the  man 
waiting  so  nervously  in  the  hall,  a 
relative?" 

Orderly:  "No,  that's  the  golfer, 
a  Scotch  gentleman.  He's  waiting 
for  his  ball." 

— Drexcrd. 
*        *        * 

Landlady:  "Isn't  this  a  good 
chicken?" 

Boarder:  "It  may  have  been 
morally,  but  physically  it's  a 
wreck." 

-Pitt.  Panther. 
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The  National 
Laboratory  of 
Greenwich, 
\    England 
ndorses 
Rolex 


THE    practical    value    of   any    watch 
lies    in  its  accuracy — that  is   why 
ROLEX  is  the  most  valuable  watch 
obtainable. 

Its  phenomenal  accuracy  has  once  more 
been  proven  in  a  recent  test  at  the  Green- 
wich National  Physical  Laboratory. 

The  very  highest  award  obtainable  in 
England,  Class  A,  "ESPECIALLY 
GOOD",  was  the  rating  awarded  to 
the  ROLEX  Wrist  Watch.  It  is  a  guaran- 
tee of  absolute  accuracy — and  a  rating 
that  no  other  wrist  watch  has  ever 
merited. 

Ask  your  jeweller  to  show  you 
these  famous  watches. 

ROLEX 


<     The  Rolex  Watch  Company  Limited,  8  Wellington  St.  E.,  Toronto 
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DON'T 
MISS 
TV 


I 


To 


BOAT  EUROPE  !■ 


Come  with  us  and  spend  your  holidays.     Join  one  of  our 
three  clubs  and  with  care-free  companions  see  the  world: 


B 


SCOTLAND     ENGLAND      HOLLAND     PARIS 

$395 


FIVE 
WEEKS 


A-      Then,  at  your  leisure  we  wander  up  the  Rhine,  see  Switzerland, 
B        the  Italian  lake  district  and  Art  Centres,  Riviera  and  Spain. 

We  have  the  smartest,   happiest,    most   interesting  touring 
B     clubs  of  the  year.  Sailings: 

■"  SS.  Antonia  -  June  22nd  SS.  Letitia  -  June  29th 

B  SS.  Andania  -  July  6th 

■B  Write  at  once    Secretary,  University  Travel  Club 

mm     508  McKinnon  Bldg.  -  -  Toronto,  Ont. 

■■■■■■     —     ■■■■     —     aa     aa     aa     aa     aa     aa 

mm       BB   ■■   ■■   ■■   BB   BB   KB   ■■   ■■   II   BB   I 
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Goblin 


WHEREVER  <  W  ELL  >  DRESSED  -  M  EH  -  COH.G  REG  AT  E 


SHat 
y{  Canadian  j^chLevetticiib 


^ 


J  ^ 

ALL  BROCK 
STYLES  ARE 
REPRODUCED 
IN  THE  ST. 
LAWRENCE 
HAT,  AT  A 
CORRESPOND- 
INGLY LOWER 
PRICE 


THE-WOLTHAUSEX'H  AT -CORP., -LIMIT  ED, -BROCKVILLE. 


She:  "My  dreams  are  like  eggs — they're  nearly  always  scrambled." 
He:  "Mine  arc  mostly  Freud."  — Georgia  Cracker. 


\  / 


-\ 


"Here    is    an     invitation    to    my 

golden  wedding." 

"Your  golden  wedding}" 

"Yes.      I    am  marrying    the  son 

of  a  millionaire." 

— Buen  Humor,  Madrid. 

*  #        * 

Appropriate 

"Prisoner,  have  you  anything  to 
say?" 

"Assuredly,  your  honor.  I 
desire  to  state  without  reserve  or 
circumlocution,  that  the  penalty 
imposed  should  be  in  keeping,  or 
as  it  were  commensurate  with  my 
station  in  life,  which  has  hitherto 
been  one  of  no  inconsiderable 
importance." 

"Well,  you  seem  to  have  a  liking 

for   long   sentences.      Ten   years." 

— Dublin  Herald. 

Excusable 

Judge:  "You  admit  you  drove 
over  this  man  with  a  loaded  truck?" 

Driver:     "Yes,   Your   Honour." 

Judge:  "What  have  you  to  say 
in  your  defense?" 

Driver:    "I   didn't  know  it  was 

loaded."  — Exchange. 

*  *        # 

Stockings  may  have  been  in- 
vented in  the  I  1 th  century,  but 
they  weren't  discovered  until  the 

20th  century.         — Annapolis  Log. 

*  *        * 

Modern  Washington 

I  cannot  tell  a  lie.  I  did  it 
with  my  little  hatchet  in  a  moment 
of  temporary  insanity. 

— Gargoyle. 

New  Student  (to  traffic  cop): 
"Where  can  I  find  a  nice,  big,  airy 
room,  cheap?" 

Traffic  Cop:  "Turn  left  on  the 
red  signal  and  I  can  accommodate 
you."  — Cornell  Widow. 


Goblin 
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The  Gallant  Candidate 

"To  the  voters  of  Throckmorton 
county: 

"Having  been  strongly  solicited  by  my 
wife,  I  hereby  announce  my  candidacy 
for  the  office  of  county  attorney,  I  shall 
be  opposed  in  this  race  by  two  of  your 
best  known  citizens,  Hon.  B.  F.  Reynolds 
and  Mr.  James  F.  Wright.  Concerning 
them  I  shall  have  nothing  to  say  except 
that  they  are  upright  and  honorable  men 
deserving  of  your  confidence  and  support. 

"Mr.  Reynolds  came  to  Throckmorton 
county  before  most  of  us  were  born, 
when  it  represented  the  last  outpost  of 
civilization  and  lay  far  out  on  the  edge  of 
the  wild  frontier.  But  for  such  men  as 
he,  who  came  here  when  every  step  was 
attended  by  dangers,  and  existence  meant 
a  battle  and  a  march,  there  would  be  no 
Throckmorton  county  and  no  county 
attorney's  office  to  fill.  For  his  labor 
and  sacrifice  we  are  all  grateful. 

A  life  of  noble  deeds  and  great  achieve- 
ments recommend  him  to  the  voters.  He 
is  my  friend  and  I  love  him.  I  have 
served  him  for  the  past  year  and  am  at 
present  his  assistant. 

"Mr.  Wright  is  a  native  son  and  was 
born  in  the  county  he  seeks  to  serve.  He 
is  capable  and  qualified  to  fill  the  office 
and  is  deserving  of  the  trust  he  asks  you 
to  bestow.  He,  also,  is  my  friend,  and 
should  you  elect  him  as  your  servant,  I 
am  sure  your  confidence  would  not  be 
misplaced. 

"As  for  myself,  1  am  an  Arkansas 
'Hill-Billy,'  born  and  raised  in  the  Ozark 
mountains.  Out  ran  the  dogs  on  Sunday 
morning  to  keep  from  having  my  face 
washed — did  my  sparking  bare-footed — 
never  saw  a  train  until  I  was  I  5  and  was 
almost  grown  before  I  learned  that 
Republicans  walked  on  their  hind  feet 
like  people. 

"Have  farmed  with  a  bull-tongue 
plow — taught  school — practiced  law — 
and  am  a  first-class  mechanic,  having 
worked  a  right  smart  around  a  molasses 
mil!.  Came  to  Texas  two  years  ago  and 
married  the  finest  little  girl  in  Throck- 
morton county.  I  want  the  office  because 
I  think  I  can  make  a  living  out  of  it  and 
will  promise  if  elected,  to  try  and  make 
thieves  and  bootleggers  think  hell  aint  40 
feet  from  the  courthouse. 

"So  I  expect  to  spend  the  time  between 
now  and  the  election,  kissing  babies, 
complimenting  the  ladies'  cooking  and 
bragging  on  the  Old  Man's  crop. 

"Your  vote  and  influence  will  be 
appreciated. 

—JEFF  FOWLER." 

Wills  Point,  Texas  Chronicle. 


No  Gravy 

Abee:     "Why   are   you    running 
that  steam  roller  over  the  field?" 
Seedy:      "I'm     raising     mashed 
potatoes  this  year." 

— Orange  Peel. 
*        *        * 

They  grinned  when  the  waiter 
spoke  to  me  in  Greek,  but  their 
laughter  changed  to  astonishment 
at  my  ready  reply: 

"I  wanna  roasta  bif  san'wich, 
str-r-r-omberry  pie,  two  cup  skaw- 
fee."  was  the  simple  and  clear 
statement  I  made  without  hesita- 
tion. — Bean  Pot. 
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Black  Calf  or  Broun 
Calf  Oxford.  One  of 
many  smart  styles. 


"FEEL"  as  well 
as  "LOOKS"  .  . 


All  style  and  no  comfort  makes  Jack  act  like 
a  boob — no  pep  at  all!  All  comfort  and  no 
style  makes  Jack  look  like  a  boob — no  swank 

at  all! 

But  when  he  has  BOTH  style  and  comfort, 
then  he  goes  through  busy  days  with  vigor  and 
hustle,  looking  like  a  million  dollars  every  step. 

Healthy,  vigorous,  comfortable  feet  —  in 
smartly  styled  shoes — are  assured  by  wearing  the 
Arch  Preserver  Shoe.  The  concealed,  built-in 
arch  bridge  prevents  sagging  and  straining;  the 
special  modeling  of  the  sole  supports  the  meta- 
tarsal arch;  the  flat  inner  sole,  crosswise,  pre- 
vents pinching  of  nerves  and  blood  vessels. 

These  features  are  patented;  they  are  found 
in  no  other  shoe.  The  Arch  Preserver  Shoe  is 
superior  not  merely  because  of  one  feature,  but 
because  all  of  its  features  are  right.  Look  for 
the  trade-mark. 

The  coupon  below  is  for  men  who  want  to 
know  more  about  feet  and  shoes.  It  will  bring 
you  an  interesting  folder  on  foot  health,  and 
pictures  of  the  new  styles. 

SCOTT-McHALE,  LTD. 
London,  Ontario 


There  is  only  one  Arch  Preserver  Shoe.  Its  prin- 
ciples of  construction  are  patented.  For  men  it  is 
made  in  Canada  by  Scott-McHale,  Ltd.,  London. 
Ontario.     Licensed  by  E.  T.  Wright  U  Co.,  Inc. 

THE 


Scott-McHale,  Ltd., 


X  A  M  I 


^3 


Dept.    C,  London,  Ontario. 

Please     send     Foot    Aches  ADDRESS. 
Chart, pictures  of  new  styles 
and  name  of  nearest  dealer.  ClTY 


Province 

<% 
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Goblin 


A  Good  Deal  of  Selling 

is  done  on  the  golf  course.  Advertising  accounts  have 
been  known  to  change  hands  at  the  nineteenth  hole,  the 
theatre,  the  jolly  dinner  party  or  the  races.  It  is  in  the 
hours  of  relaxation  that  our  minds  are  most  open  to  new 
suggestions,  the  defensive  barriers  of  business  let  down. 
Good  salesmen  consciously  seek  to  create  this  atmos- 
phere of  easy  companionship,  of  good  humor.  The  men 
with  whom  they  play  are  their  best  customers. 

More  new  ideas  are  bandied  back  and  forth  at  the  bridge 
table  than  at  the  Browning  Society. 

That  is  the  secret  of  GOBLIN.  Gay,  enthusiastic  and 
shot  through  with  the  zest  of  living,  it  catches  the  reader 
in  his  most  receptive  mood  and  puts  across  your  sales 
message  in  a  way  all  its  own. 


More  GOBLINS  are  sold  over 
the  news  counters  than  any 
other  Canadian  magazine. 
People  recognize  and  demand 
its  colorful  personality.  And 
these  are  the  alert,  impression- 
able, desirable  younger  people 
of  means  and  intelligence. 

Fifty-five  per  cent,  of  GOBLIN 
readers  own  the  homes  they 
live  in. 


170  Bay  St.  G3BLIN 

Telephones:  Elgin  1502  and  4044 


Toronto  2 

(Member  A. B.C.) 


1 — Fastest  Electric  Element 
2—"Fireless  Cooker"  Element 
3 — All  Steel  Construction 
4 — Super- Automatic  Oven  Control 


TX  the  Hotpoint  Hi-Speed  Range  you  will  find 
■*-  many  outstanding  cooking  advantages  possessed 
by  no  other  electric  range. 

Only  Hotpoint  has  the  famous  Hi-Speed  heating 
Element  which  (by  actual  test)  is  the  fastest 
element  made. 

Only  Hotpoint  has  the  Economy  (Fireless)  cooker 
which  is  revolutionizing  electric  cooking. 


Only  Hotpoint  has  enduring  all-steel  construction 
and  Calrod  Indestructible  elements. 

Only  Hotpoint  has  both  an  Electric  Tinier  and 
Heat  Control  which  turn  the  current  "on"  and 
"nff"  automatically  and  maintain  any  desired 
temperature  indefinitely. 

See  the  Hotpoint  Range  at  your  dealer's  and  learn 
about  the  easy  terms  of  payment. 


FOR  SALE  BY  HYDRO  SHOPS  AND  GOOD  ELECTRICAL  DEALERS  EVERYWHERE 


i 


A    CANADIAN     GENERAL     ELECTRIC      PRODUCT 


Goodrich  Silvertowns 

of  course 


'The  Height  of  Fashion  and  the 
Mould  of  Form"  in  motor  cars  are 
usually  characterized  by  Goodrich 
Silvertown  Tires  -  the  perpetual 
vogue  ever  since  pneumatic  tires 
were  first  made. 


jind  Jhqy  CostJfoJAQre 


